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The PREFACE. 


HIS Play is offer'd to the Publick as correct as the 
Editor could make it; in Hopes that Perſons 
who amuſe themſelves in reading ſuch Performances, may 
learn from their Attention to, (and frequent Peruſal of 
this, what a good Play ought to be. I is too late at this 
Time of Day, to enter into a particular Criticiſm of a 
Piece that has in every Age claim'd the Admiration of 7 
the Judicious ; let it ſuffice to ſay, there is no Property An 
a good Play ſhould have, ſuch as Plot, Characters, Mo- | 
ral, Elegance of Speech, and a true poetick Fancy, that To 
is not brought to its higheſt Perfection in this Perfor- 
mance, and nothing but a blind unconquerable Ignorance A: 
could oppoſe itſelf to its numberleſs Beauties. Had Play- 
ers by acting ſuch made familiar to Peoples Minds, ſuch F. 
true dramatic Excellencies, they wou'd then have ren- 
der'd the Stage, what it was firſt intended to be, aa 7/ 
Uſe and Ornament to human Life. But when ſuch 
things are daily exhibited, as are neither ingenious in N 
their Compoſition, nor moral in their 'Tendency, tis no 
Wonder People's Taſtes are ſo far vitiated as to diſreliſh N 
every Thing that is not of the ſame low Caſt; and by a 
ſtrange Depravity of judgment condemn Pieces for N 
\ 


thoſe veryExcellencies they ought to be the moſt admir d. 
Such. has been the Fate of Ben. Johnſon's Plays hi- 
therto, their unparallell'd Merit has been the greateſt Bar 
to their Reception; but if the Growth of Science (which 4 
viſibly encreaſes every Day in this City) may make the 
Author hope to find a better Fate, than he has hitherto q 
met among his own Countrymen ; twill be ſuch an Ho- 


nour to us, as his being born among us cou'd hardly 4 
equal ; and as for the Profit that ſhall attend them, they 
can beſt tell, who know how much ill Manners, Folly, } 


and all vicious Habits may be corrected, by an Encreaſe 
of good Senſe, and the frequent Uſg of our natural 
Keaion, | ; 
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O, Luck yet ſend us, and a little Wit 
Will ſerve, to make our Play hit; 
According to the Palates of the Seaſon 
Here is Rhyme, not empty of Reaſon. 
This we were bid to credit, from our Poet, 
Whoſe true Scope, if you would know it, 
In all his Poems ſtill hath becn this Meaſure, 
To mix Profit with your Pleaſure ; | 
And not as ſome whoſe T hroats, (their Envy failing) 
Cry hoarſly, all he writes is Railing : 
And, when 2 Plays come forth, think they can flout them, 
With ſaying, he was a Year about them. 
To theſe there needs no Lie, but this his Creature, 
Which was two Months fince no Feature; 
And, though he dares give them five Lives to mend it, 
'Tis known, five Weeks fully penn dit; 
From his own Hand, without a Co-aajutor, 
Newice, Fourney-man, or Tutor; 
Vet thus much can give you, as aToken 
Of his Play's Worth, no Eggs are broken, 
Nor quaking Cuſtards with fierce Teeth affrighted, 
Wherewith your Rout are fo delighted; 
Ner hales he in a Gull, old Ends reciting, 
To ſtop Gaps in his looſe Writing; 
With fuch a deal of monſtrous and fort d Action, 
As might make Beth'lem a Faction: 
Nor made he bis Plays for Feſts flo['n from each Table, 
But makes Teſts to fit his Fable, 
And fo preſents quick Comedy refined, 
As beſt Criticks have defigned : 
The Laws of Time, Place, Perſons, he obſerweth, 
From no needful Rule he ſauerweth. 
All Gall and Copperas from his Ink he draineth, 
Only a little Salt remaineth. | 
Wherewith hell rub your Cheeks, till (Red with Laughter) 
They ſhall look freſh a Week after. 
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Dramatis Perſonz. 


Va. a Magni fico. 
Moſca, his Paraſite. 


Voltore, an Advocate. 

Corbaccio, an old Gentleman. 
Corvino, a Merchant. 

Avocatori, four Magiſtrates. 
Notario, the Regiſter. 

Nano, a Davary. 

Caſtrone, an Eunuch, 

Politick Would-be, a Knight. 
Peregrine, a Gentleman Traveller. 
Bonario, a young Gentleman. 

Fine Madam Would-be, the Knight's Wife. 
Celia, the Mercant's Wife. 
Commandadori, Officers. 

Mercatori, three Merchants. 
Androgyno, a Hermaphrodite. =, 
Servitore, a Servant. SE 


Grege. Women, 


The SCENE YVENICE. 


VOL- 


The ARGUMENT. 


V olpone, chilaleſt, rich, feigns fich, deſpairs, 

O Fer, his State to Hopes of ſeveral Heirs, 

L ies languiſbing: His Paraſite receives 

P reſents of all, aſſures, deiudes ; then weaves 

O ther croſs Plots, which epe themſelves, are told. 

N ew Tricks for Safety are ſought ; they thrive: When bold, 
E ach tempts th' other again, and all are ſold. 
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Volpone, Maſca. 
Vol. Ood Morning to the Day; and next, my Gold. 
Open the Shrine, that I may ſee my Saint. 
Hail the World's Soul, and mine! more glad 
than is RE 
The teeming Earth to ſee the long'd-for Sun 
Peep through the Horns of the celeſtial Ram, 
Am I, to view thy Splendor, dark'ning his; 
That lying here, amongſt my other Hoards, 
Shew'ſt like a Flame by Night, or like the Day 
| | A 3 Struck 
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Struck out of Chaos, when all Darkneſs fled 
Unto the Center. O thou Son of So/, 9 
(But brighter than thy Father) let me kiſs, 
With Adoration, thee, and every Relick 
Of ſacred Treaſure in this bleſſed Room. 
Well did wiſe Poets by thy glorious Name, 
Title that Age which they would have the beſt; 
Thou being the beſt of Things, and far tranſcending 
All Stile of Joy, in Children, Parents, Friends, 
Or any other waking Dream on Earth. 
Thy Looks when they to Venus did aſcribe, ä 
They ſhould have given her twenty thouſand Cupids; 
Such are thy Beauties and our Loves ! dear Saint. 
Riches! the dumb God, that giv'ſt all Men Tongues, 
That can ſt do nought, and yet mak'ſt Men do all Things; 
The Price of Souls; even Hell, with thee to boot, 
Is made worth Heaven. Thou art Virtue, Fame, 
Hcnour, and all Things elſe. Who can get thee, 
He ſhall be noble, valiant, honeſt, wiſe 
Mof. And what he will, Sir. Riches are in Fortune 
A greater Good, than Wiſdom is in Nature. | 
ol. True, my beloved Moſca. Yet I glory 
More in the cunning Purchaſe of my Wealth, 
Than in the glad Poſſeſſion, ſince I gain 
No common Way; I uſe no Trade, no Venture; 
I wound no Earth with Plow-ſhares, I fat no Beaſts 
To feed the Shambles ; have no Mills for Iron, 
Oy], Corn, or Men, to grind'em into Powder: 
I blow no ſubtil Glaſs, expoſe no Ships 
To 'Threatnings of the furrow-faced Sea ; 
I turn no Monies in the publick Bank, 
NorUſure private. Mof. No, Sir, nor devour 
Soft Prodigals. You ſhall ha'ſome will ſwallow 
A melting Heir as glibly as your Dutch 
Will Pills of Butter, and ne'er purge for't ; 
Tear forth the Fathers of poor Families 
Out of their Beds, and coffin them alive 
In ſome kind claſping Priſon, where their Bones 
May be forth-coming, when the Fleſh is rotten : 
But your ſweet Nature doth abhor theſe Courſes ; 
You loath the Widowertbe;:Qrphan's Tears 
2 FE | Should 
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Should waſh your Pavements; or their piteous Cries 
Ring in your Roofs, and beat the Air for Vengeance. 
Vol. Right, Moſca, I do loath it. M/. And beſides, Sir, 
You are not like a Threſher that doth ſtand 
With a huge Flail, watching a Heap of Corn, 
And, hungry, dares not taſte the ſmaileſt Grain, 
But feeds on Mallows, and ſuch bitter Herbs ; 
Nor like the Merchant, who hath fill'd his Vaults 
With Romagnia, and rich Candian Wines, 
Yet drinks the Lees of Lombard's Vinegar: _ 
You will not he in Straw, whilſt Moths and Worms 
Feed on your ſumptuous Hangings and ſoft Beds. 
You know the Ule of Riches, and dare give now 
From that bright Heap, to me, your poor Obſerver, 
Or to your Dwarf, or your Hermaphrodite, 
Your Eunuch, or what other houſhold Trifle 
Your Pleaſure allows Maint'nance 
Vol. Hold thee, Moſca. 
Take of my Hand; thou ftrik'ſt on Truth in all, 
And they are envious term thee Paraſite. 
Call forth my Dwarf, my Bunuch, and my Fool, 
And let em make me Sport. What ſhould I do, 
But cocker up my Genius, and live free 
To all Delights my Fortune calls me to ? 
I have no Wife, no Parent, Child, Ally, 
To give my Subſtance to; but whom I make | 
Muit be my Heir; and this makes Men obſerve me: 
This draws new Clients daily to my Houſe, 
Women and Men, of every Sex and Age, 
That bring me Preſents, ſend me Plate, Coin, Jewels, 


With hope that when I die (which they expect 


Each greedy Minute) it ſhall then return 

Ten-fold upon them ; while ſome, covetous 

Above the reſt, ſeek to engroſs me whole, 

And counter-work the one unto the other, 

Contend in Gifts, as they would ſeem in Love: 

All which I ſuffer, playing with their Hopes, 

And am content to coin 'em into Profit, 

And look upon their Kindneſs, and take more, 

And look on that; till bearing them in hand, ; 
Letting 


4 The FOX. 
Letting the Cherry knock againſt their Lips, 
And . it by their Mouths, and back W How now! 
Nano, Androg yno, Caſtrone, Volpone, Maſca. 
Nan. Now Room for freſh Gameſters, who do will you 
to know, | 
They do bring you neither Play, nor Unlverſity Show; 
And thereforedoentreat you,that whatſoever they rehearſe, 
May 70 0 a whit the worſe, for the falſe Pace of the 
erſe. 
If you wonder at this, you will wonder more ere we pals; 
For know, here is inclos'd the Soul of Pythagoras, 
That Juggler divine, as hereafter ſhall follow ; 
Which Soul (faſt and looſe, Sir) came firſt from Apollo, 
And was breath'd into Æthalides, Mercurius his Son, 
| 1 it had the Gift to remember all that ever was 
one. 
From thence it fled forth, and made quick Tranſmigration, 
To Goldy- lock d Euphorbus, who was kill'd in good 
Faſhion, 
At the Siege of old Trey, by the Cuckold of Sparta. 
Hermotimus was next (I find it in my Charta) 
To whom it did paſs, where no ſooner it was miſſing, 
But with one Pyrrbus of Delos it learn'd to go a fiſhing; 
And thence did it enter the Sophiſt of Greece. 

From Pythagore, ſhe went into a beautiful Piece, 
Hight Aſpacia, the Meretrix ; and the next Toſs of her 
Was again of a Whore ſhe became a Philoſopher, 

Crates the Cynick, (as it ſelf doth relate it) 
Since Kings, Knights, and Beggars, Knaves, Lords, 
and Fools get it, | 
Befides Ox and Aſs, Camel, Mule, Goat, and Brock, 
In all which it hath ſpoke, as in the Cobler's Cock. 
But I come not here to diſcourſe of that Matter, 
Or his One, Two, or Three, or his great Oath, By Quater, 
His Muficks, his Trigon, his golden Thigh, 
Or his telling how Elements ſhift; but 1 
Would aſk, how of late thou haſt ſuffered Tranſlations 
And ſhifted thy Coat in theſe Days of Reformation ? 
And. Like one of the reformed, a Fool, as you ſee, 
Counting all old Doctrine Here/p. 
Nan. 
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Nan. But 2 on thine own forbid Meats haſt thou ven- 
tur d:? | 

And. On Fiſh, when firſt a Cartbuſian I enter'd. 

Nan. Why, then thy dogmatical Silence hath left'thee ? 

And. Of that an obſtreperous Lawyer bereft me. 

Nan. O wonderful Change! When Sir Lawyer forſook 

thee, "41 | 
For Pythagore's ſake, what Body then took thee ? 
And. A good dull Moyl. Nan. And how! by that Means 

Thou wert brought to allow of the eating of Beans ? 
And. Veſs. Nan. But from the Moyl into whom didſt 

thou pals ? | 

And. Into a very ſtrange Beaſt, by ſome Writers call'd 

an Aſs ; 
By others, a preciſe, pure, illuminate Brother, 

Of thoſe devour Fleſh, and ſometimes one another ; 
And will drop you forth a Libel, or a ſanctified Lie, 
Betwixt every Spoonful of a Nativity-Pye. 

Nan. Now quit thee, for Heaven, of that profane Nation, 
And gently report thy next Tranſmigration. | 
Aud. To the ſame that Iam. Nan. A Creature of De- 

___ bight? | 
And us is more than a Fool) an Hermaphrodite ? 
Now pr'ythee, ſweet Soul, in all thy Variation, 


Which Body wouldſt thou chuſe, to keep up thy Station? 


And. Troth, this I am in; even here would I tarry. 
Nan. Cauſe here the Delight of each Sex thou canſt 


vary ? 
And, Alena Pleaſures be ſtale and forſaken ; 
No, *tis your Fool wherewith I am ſo taken, 
The only one Creature that I can call bleſſed; 
For all other Forms I have prov'd moſt diſtreſſed. 
Nan. Spoke true, as thou wert in Pythagoras ſtill. 
This learned Opinion we celebrate will, 


Fellow Eunuch, (as behoves us) with all our Wit and Art, 


To dignify that, whereof our ſelves are ſo great and 
ſpecial a Part. ; 
Vol. Now very, verypretty : Meſca, this 
Was thy Invention? Mo/. If it pleaſe my Patron, 
Not elſe. Vol. It doth, good Maſca. 
Mz/. Then it was, Sir. | | 
Ee) SONG. 
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SONG. 
Hos they are the only Nation 


g 
1 
orth Men's Envy or Admiration ;: | 
Free from Care, or Sorrow-taking, | 
| I 

E 

/ 


Selves and others merry-making : 

All they ſpeak or do is Sterling. 

Your Fool he is your great Man's Darling, 
And your Ladies Sport and Pleaſure; 


Tongue and Babble are his Treaſure. I 
E'en his Face begetteth Laughter, 8 
And he ſpeaks Truth free from Slaughter; A 
He's the Grace of every Feaſt, 


And ſometimes the chiefeſt Gueſt ; 
Hath his Trencher and his Stool, 


> When Wit waits upon the Fool. D 
O, who would not be AT? 0 
He, he, he? | I. 
One knocks without. | 
Vol. Who's that? Away, look, Mo/ſca. A 


M/. Fool, be gone, tis Signior Voltore the Advocate, 
I know him by his Knock. Vol. Fetch me my Gown, 
My Furs, and. Night-caps; ſay, my Couch's changing: St. 


And let him entertain himſelf a while 'T 
Without i' th' Gallery. Now, now, my Clients Ne 
Begin their Viſitation ! Vulture, Kite, M 
Raven, Gorcrow, all my Birds of Prey, He 
That think me turning Carcaſs, now they come: W 
I am not for 'em yet. How now ? the News ? He 


M/. A Piece of Plate, Sir. 
Vel. Of what Bigneſs? Me. Huge, 
Maſſie, and Antique, with your Name inſcrib'd, 
And Arms engraven. Vol. Good! and not a Fox 
Stretch'd on the Earth, with fine deluſive Sleights, 
Mocking a gaping Crow? ha, Maſca? Mo/. Sharp, Sir. 
Viol. Give me my Furs. Why doſt thou laugh ſo, Man? 
Mo. I cannot chuſe, Sir, when I apprehend | | 
What Thoughts he has (without) now, as he walks: 
That this might be the laſt Gift he ſhould give; 
That this would fetch you ; if you died to-day, 
And gave him all, what he ſhould be to-morrow ; 
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What large Return would come of all his Ventures, 
How he ſhould worſhipp'd be, and reverene'd; 
Ride, with his Furs, and Foot - clothes; waited on 
By Herds of Fools, and Clients ; have clear Way * 
Made for his Moyl, as letter'd as himſelf ; 

Be call'd the great, and learned Advocate: 

And then concludes, there's nought impoſſible. 

Vol. Yes, to be learned, Mo/ta. Mof. O, no: rich 
implies it. Hood an Afs with reverend Purple, 
So you can hide his two ambitious Ears, 

And he ſhall paſs for a Cathedral Doctor. 

Vol. My Caps, my Caps, good — 87 ; fetch him in. 

Mef. Stay, Sir, your Ointment for your Eyes. 

Vol. That's true: 
Diſpatch, diſpatch : I long to have Poſſeſſion | 
Of my new Preſent. M/ That, and Thouſands more, 
hope, to ſee you Lord of. Vol. Thanks, kind Maſca. 

Mo/. And that, when I am loſt in blended Duſt, 
And hundred ſuch as I am, in Succeſſion ——m—= 

Vol. Nay, that were too much, Moſca. 

Mo. You ſhall live, 

Still, to delude theſe Harpies. Vol. Loving Moſca, 
"Tis well, my Pillow now, and let him enter. 
Now, my feign'd Caugh, my Phthiſick, and my Gout, ! 
My Apoplexy, Palſy, and Catarrhs, 
Help, with your forced Functions, this my Poſture, 
Wherein, this three Year, I have milk'd their Hopes, 
He comes, I hear him (uh, uh, uh, uh) O. 
| Moſca, Voltore, Volpone. 
Mof. You ſtill are, what you were, Sir. Only you 
(Of all the reſt) are he, commands his Love: 
And you do wiſely, to preſerve it thus, 
ith early Viſitation, and kind Notes 
r. f your good Meaning to him, which, I know, 
an? Nannot but come moſt grateful. Patron, Sir, 
Here's Signior Voltore Vol. What ſay you? 
Mz/. Sir, Signior Voltore is come, this Morning, 
o viſit you. Vol. I thank him. Mo/. And hath brought 
Piece of antique Plate, bought of St. Mark, 
ith which he here preſents you. Vol. He is Wr 
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Pray him to come more often. Me of. Yes. 
2 What ſays he ? 
Me/. He thanks you, and deſires you ſee him ofien. 
Vol. Moſca. Meſ. My Patron ? 

Vol. Bring him near, where is he ? 

T long to feel his Hand. M/. The Plate is hy Sir, I 

Volt. How fare you, Sir ? | 

Vel. I thank you, Signior Voltore, 

Where is the Plate? mine Eyes are bad. Volt. I'm Gin 
To ſee you ſtill thus weak. Mo. That he is not weaker, 
Viol. Vou are too munificent. 
Volt. No, Sir, would to Heaven, ? 
I could as well give Health to you, as that Plate. 

Vol. You give, Sir, what you can. I thank you. Your 
Hath Taſte in this, and ſhall not be unanſwer'd. (Love 
I pray you ſee me often. Volt. Yes, I ſhall, Sir. 

Vol. Be not far from me. 

Me/. Do you obſerve that, Sir? 

Vol. Hearken unto me till: It will concern you. 
Mef. You are a happy Man, Sir, know your Good. 
Pol. I cannot now laſt long — 

(Mof. You are his Heir, Sir. 

Yalt. Am I?) Vol. I feel me going, (uh, uh, uh, uh) 
Lam failing to my Port, (uh, uh, uh, uh) 

And I am glad, Iam ſo near my Haven. 

Mef. Alas, kind Gentleman, well, we muſt all go 

Volt. But, "Moſea—Mo of. Age will conquer. 

Felt Pry'thee hear me 

Am I inſcrib'd his Heir, for certain ? Me/. Are you? . 
I do, beſeech you, Sir, you will vouchſafe 
To write me i' your Family. All my Hopes 
Depend upon your Worſhip. I am loſt, 
Except the riſing Sun do ſhine on me. 
Velt. It ſhall both ſhine, and warm thes, Mejea, 
Mof. Sir, 
T am a Man, that have not done your Love 
All the worſt Offices: here I wear your Keys, 
See all your Coffers, and your Caſkets lock d, 
Keep the poor Inventory of your Jewels, 
| Your Plate, and Monies; I'm your Steward, Sir, 
(Huſband your Goods here. Voit. But am I ſole Heir 1 
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Mz. Without a Partner, Sir, conſirm'd this Morning ; 
The Wax is warm yet, and the Ink ſcarce dry 
Upon the Parchment. Volt. Happy, happy, me 
By what good Chance, ſweet Meſca? 
Mef. Your Deſert, Sir; 
I know no ſecond Cauſe. Colt. Thy Modeſty 
Is loath to know it ; well, we ſhall requite it. 
Mz/. He ever lik'd your Courſe, Sir; that firſt took him. 
I oft have heard him ſay, how he admir'd 
Men of your large Profeſſion, that could ſpeak 
To every Cauſe, and Things meer contraries, 
Till they were hoarſe again, yet all be Law; 
That, with moſt quick Agility, could turn, 
And re-turn ; make Knots, and then undo them ; 
Give forked Counſel ; take provoking Gold 
On either Hand, and putit up : Theſe Men, 
He knew, would. thrive, with their Humility. 
And (for his Part) he thought, he;ſhould be bleſt, 
To have his Heir of ſuch a ſuffering Spirit, 
So wiſe, ſo grave, of ſo perplex'd a Tongue, 
And loud withal, that could not wag, nor ſcarce 
Lye ſtill, without a Fee: when every Word 
Your Worſhip but lets fall, is a Cechine: © © 
[Another knocks, 
Who's that ? one knocks, I would not have you ſeen, Sir, 
And yer pretend you came, and went in Haſte; 
I'll faſhion an Excuſe. And, gentle Sir, | 
When you do come to ſwim ; in golden Lard, 
Up to the Arms, in Honey, that your Chin 
Is born up ſtiff, with Fatneſs of the Flood, 
Think on your Vaſſal; but remember me: 
I ha' not been your worſt of Clients. Volt. Mo 8 
Me. When will you have your Inventory brought, Sir? 
Or ſee a Copy of the Will? (anon) 
I'll bring 'em to you, Sir. Away, be gone, 
Fut Buſineſs i' your Face. Volt. Excellent M:ca ! 
Come hither, let me kiſs thee. 
Meſ. Keep you ſtill, Sir. 
Here is Corbaccio. Vol. Set the Plate away, 
The Vulture's gone, and the old R. ven's cc me. 
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mw My, Corbaccio, Ve olpone. | 
Moſ. Betake you, to your Silence, and your Slew 
Stand there, an — ug Now, ſhall we ſee 
A Wretch who is (indeed) more impotent, 
Than this can feign to be; yet hopes to hop 
Over his Grave. Signior Corbaccia ! 
Yo'are very welcome, Sir. 
Corb. How do's your Patron ? 
Mf. Troth, as he did, Sir; no Amends. 
Corb. What? mends he? 
Mo. No, Sir: he is rather worſe. 7 
Corb. Ho. _ Bar 1 is he? * An 
Me / ou ir, newly fall'n aſleep. 3, 
Corb. Do's he ſleep we 4 * | 
Meſ. No Wink, Sir, al this Night 
Nor Yeſterday ; but ſlumbers. 
Corb. Good ! He ſhall take | 
Some Counſel of Phyſicians : I have brought him 
An Opiate here, from mine own Doctor 
Mof. He will not hear of Drugs. 
Corb. Why ? I myſelf Fi 
Stood by, while twas made; ſaw all th' Ingredients : 
And know, it cannot but moſt gently work : 
My Life for his, tis but to make him ſleep. 
1 7 I, his laſt Phfick he ** take it. Mof. Sir, - 
has no Faith in . Cord. Say you ou? | 
Mo/. He has no Faith in Phyfick : he do 8 ry 
Mad of 8 Doctors are the yo Danger, T 
And worſe Diſeaſe, Yeſcape. I often have 
Meard him proteſt, that your Ph | 
Should never be his Heir. Corb. Not I his Heir ? 
| N. Not your Phyſician, Sir. Corb. O, no, no, no. 
þ I do not mean it. Mo/. No, Sir nor their Fees, 
| He cannot brook : he ſays, they flay a Man, 
Before they kill him. 7 Nicht, 1 do conceive you. 
My/. And then, they do it by ; 
For which the Law not only Goth a ſolve 'em, 
But gives them great Reward ; and, he is loth 
To hire his Death, fo. Corb. It i is true, they kill, 
With as, much Licence as a Judge. M/. Nay more; 
For he but kills, 'Sir, where the Law condemns, * 
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And theſe can kill him too. Corb. I, or me; 
por any Man. How do's his Apoplex? 
ls that ſtrong on him ſtill? Mo/. Moſt violent; 
His Speech is broken, and his Eyes are ſet, 
His Face drawn longer, than 'twas wont 
Corb. How ? how? 
| Stronger, than he was wont? Me. No, Sir: his Face 
Drawn longer than 'twas wont. Corb. O, good. 
Mo/. His Mouth 
Is ever gaping, and his Eye-lids hang. Corb. Good. 
| My/. A freezing Numbneſs ſtiffens all his Joints, 
And makes the Colour of his Fleſh like Lead. 
| Corb. "Tis good. 
Mo/. His Pulſe beats flow, and dull. 
Corb. Good Symptoms ſtill. 
Mo/. And from his Brain 
Corb. Ha? how ? not from his Brain? 
Myf. Ves, Sir, and from his Brain 
(Corb. I conceive you, good) 
Mof. Flows a cold Sweat, with a continual Rheum, 
Forth the reſolved Corners of his Eyes. 
Corb. Is't poſſible? yet I am better, ha! 
How do's he, with the ſwimming of his Head ? 
Me Oh, Sir, tis paſt the Scotomy; he now 
ir, Hath loſt his Feeling, and hath left to ſnort ; 
Lou hardly can perceive him, that he breaths. 
Corb. Excellent, excellent, ſure I ſhall out-laſt him: 
This makes me young again, a Score of Years. 
Mof. I was a coming for you, Sir. 
Corb. Has he made his Will ? | 
What has he giv'n me? Mo/. No, Sir. Corb. Nothing? ha? 
0, Mef. He has not made his Will, Sir. Corb. Oh, oh, oh. 
What then did Yo/tore, the Lawyer, here ? 
M/. He ſmelt a Carcaſs, Sir, when he but heard 
„My Maſter was about his Teſtament ; 
As did urge him to it, for your Good 
Corb. He came unto him, did he? I thought fo. 
Mof. Yes, and preſented him this Piece of Plate. 
Corb. To be his Heir ? | 
M I do not know, Sir. Corb. True, 
| know it too. M/. By 4 own Scale, Sir. 
2 


12 The FO X. 


Corb. Well, 
I ſhall prevent him, yet. See Meſca, look, 
Here, I have brought a Bag of bright Cechines, 
Will quite weigh down his Plate. 

Me. Yea, marry, Sir. ä 
This is true Phyſick, this your ſacred Medicine; 
No talk of Opiates, to this great Elixir. 
"Fis Jurum falpabile, if not potabile.. 
It ſhall be miniſter'd to him, in his Bowl. 

Corb. I, do, do, do. Mof. Moſt bleſſed Cordial. 
This will recover him. Corb. Yes, do, do, do. 

M/. I think it were not beſt, Sir. 
. Corb. What? Mo. To recover him. 

Corb. O, no, no, no; by no Means. 

Me. Why, Sir, this 
Will work ſome ſtrange Effect, if he but feel it. 

Corb. Tis true, therefore forbear, I'll take my Venture, 
Give me't again. Meſ. At no Hand; pardon me; 
You ſhall not do yourſelf that Wrong, Sir ; I 
Will ſo adviſe you, you ſhall have it all. 

Corb. How ? | 

Mef. All, Sir, tis your Right, your own; no Man 


Can claim a Part: tis your's, without a Rival, 


Decreed by Deſtiny. Corb. How ? how, good Moſca ? 
M/. I'll tell you, Sir. This Fit he ſhall recover. 
Corb. I do conceive you. 

Mof. And, on firſt Advantage 

Of his gain'd Senſe will I re-importune him 

Unto the making of his Teſtament, 

And ſhew him this. Corb. Good, good. 

Ne. "Tis better yet, 
If you will hear, Sir. Corb. Yes, with all my Heart. 
Mz/. Now would I counſel you, make Home with ſpeed; 

There, frame a Will; wherets you ſhall infcribe 

My Maſter your ſole Heir. Corb. And difinherit 
My Son! Me. O, Sir, the better: for that Colour 

Shall make it much more taking. Corb. O, but Colour! 
M/. This will, Sir, you ſhall ſend it unto me. 

Now, when I come to inforce (as I will do) 

Your Cares, your Watchings, and your many Prayers, 

Your more than many Gifts, your this Day's To ; 
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And laſt, produce your Will; where (without Thought, 
Or leaſt Regard, unto your proper Iſſue, 
A Son ſo brave, and highly meriting) 
The Stream of your diverted Love dach thrown you 
Upon my Maſter, and made him your Heir: 
He cannot be ſo ſtupid or ſtone-dead, 
{ But out of Conſcience, and meer Gratitude 
Corb. He muſt pronounce me his. 
| Av. "Tis true. Corb. This Plot 
Did I think on before. Mey. I do believe it. 
Corb. Do you not believe it? Mo/. Yes, Sir. 
Corb. Mine own Project. 
Me,. Which when he hath done, Sir —— - 
Corb. Publiſhed me his Heir ? 
Mof. And you ſo certain, to ſurvive him Corb. I. 
Mz/. Being ſo luſty a Man—— Corb. "Tis true. 
Me. Yes, Sir 
Corb. I thought on that too. See, how he ſhould be 
The very Organ, to expreſs my Thoughts 
Mef. You have not only done yourſelf a Good 
Corb. But multiplied it on my Son. Moy. "Tis right, 
| (Sir. 
Corb. Still, my Invention. Mof. Laſs, Sir, Heaven 


: (knows, 
It hath been all my Study, all my Care, 
(I e'en grow grey withal) how to work Things 
Corb. I do conceive, ſweet Moſca. Mo/. You are he, 
For whom I labour here. Corb. I do, do, do: 
PI ſtraight about it. Mo. Rook go with you, Raven. 
Corb. I know thee honeſt. 
Mef. You do lie, Sir Corb, And — 
Meof. Your Knowledge is no better than your Ears, Sir. 
Corb. I do not doubt to be a Father to thee. 
Mz/. Nor I to gull my Brother of his Bleſſing. 
Corb. I may ha' my Youth reſtor'd to me, why not? 
Ms/. Your Worſhip is a precious Aſs—— | 
Corb. What ſay'ſt thou? 
Mzf. J do defire your Worſhip, to make Haſte, Sir. 
Corb. "Tis done, tis done, I go. Yelp. O, I ſhall burſt; 
Let out my Sides, let out my Sides M/. Contain 
Your Flux of Laughter, Sir 4 you know, this Hope | 
| 3 x 
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Is ſuch a Bait, it covers any Hook. | | 
Volp. O, but thy working, and thy placing it! 
I cannot hold; good Raſcal, let me kiſs thee : 
I never knew thee in ſo rare a Humour. 
M/. Alas, Sir, I but do as I am taught; 
Follow your grave Inſtructions; give em Words; 
Pour Oyl into their Ears; and ſend them hence 
Volp. "Tis true, tis true. What a rare Puniſhment 
Is Avarice, to it ſelf ? M/ I, with our Help, Sir. 
Volp. So many Cares, ſo many Maladies, 
So many Fears attending on Old-Age, 
Yea, Death, ſo often call'd on, as no Wiſh 
Can be more frequent with 'em ; their Limbs faint, 
Their Senſes dull; their Seeing, Hearing, Going, 
All dead before them ; yea, . their very 'Teeth, 
Their Inſtruments of Eating, failing them : 
Vet this is reckon'd Life! Nay, here was one, 
Is now gone Home, that wiſhes to live longer! 
Feels not his Gout, nor Paley ; fains himſelf 
Youn 1 Scores of Vears; flatters his Age, 
With confident belying it; hopes he may 
With Charms, like hon, have his Youth reſtor'd : 
And with theſe Thoughts ſo battens, as if Fate, 
Would be as eaſily cheated on, as he, 
And all turns Air! Who's that there, now a third? 
[another knocks. 
Me. Cloſe, to your Couch again: T hear his Voice. 
It is Corwino, our ſpruce Merchant, Volp. Dead. 
Me/. Another Bout, Sir, with your Eyes. Who's, there? 
Moſca, Corwino, Volpone. . 
M-/. Signior Corvino / come moſt wiſht for! O, 
How happy were you, if you knew it, now! 
Corv: Why ? what? wherein ? 
Me. The tardy Hour is come, Sir. | 
Cos v. He is not dead? Me/. Not dead, Sir, but as good; 


He knows no Man. Cor. How ſhall I do then ? 


Mo/. Why, Sir? 

Corv. | have brought him here a Pearl. 

Me/. Perhaps, he has 
So much Remembrance left, as to know you, Sir; 
He ſtill calls on you; nothing but your Name 


It 
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Is in his Mouth: Is your Pearl Orient, Sir? 
Corv. Venice was never Owner of the like. 
Volp. Signior Coruino. Meſ. Hark. 
Volp. Signior Cor vino. | 
Me. He calls you, ſtep and give it him. He's here, Sir, 
And he has brought you a rich Pearl. | 
Corv. How do you, Sir? 
Tell him, it doubles the twelfth Caractm. Mo. Sir, 
He cannot underſtand, his Hearing's gone ; - 
And yet it comforts him, to ſee you Corv. Say, 
have a Diamond for him too. Mo/. Beſt ſhew't, Sir, 
Put it into his Hand; 'tis only there | 
He apprehends, he has his Feeling, yet. | 
See how he graſps it! Corw. Las, good Gentleman 
How pitiful the Sight is! M/ Tut, forget, Sir, 
The weeping of an Heir ſhould ſtill be Laughter, 
Under a Viſor. Corv. Why? am I his Heir? 
Mo/. Sir, J am ſworn, I may not ſhew the Will, 
Till he be dead: But, here has been Corbaccio, 
Here has been Voltore, here were others too, 
cannot number 'em, they were ſo many, 
All gaping here for Legacies ; but I, 
Taking the Vantage of his naming you, 
(Signior Corwino, Signior Corwino) took 
Paper, and Pen, and Ink, and there I aſk'd h'm, 
Whom he would have his Heir? Corwino, Who 
Should be Executor? Corvinoe. And, 
To any Queſtion, he was ſilent to, 
I ſtill interpreted the Nods, he made | 
(Through Weakneſs) for Conſent ; and ſent home th' others, 
Nothing bequeath'd them, but to cry, and curfe. 
Cory. O, my dear Maſca, Do's he not perceive us? 
. | [They embrace. 
Mez/. No more than a blind Harper. He knows no Man, 
No Face of Friend, nor Name of any Servant, 
Who't was that fed him laſt, or gave him drink : 
Not thoſe, he hath begotten, or broughtmp, 
Can he remember. Corw. Has he Children? 
Mo/. Baſtards, 
Some Dozen, or more, that he begot on Beggars, 
Gypſiesand Fews, and Black-Moors, when he was 3 
new 
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Knew you not that, Sir? Tis the common Fable. 
The Dwarf, the Fool, the Eunuch are all his; 
H'is the true Father of his Family, 
In all, fave me: but he has giv'n em nothing. 
Corv. That's well, that's well. Art ſure he does not hear us} 
Mo. Sure, Sir? why, look you, credit your own Senſe, 
The Pox approach, and add to your Diſeaſes, 
If it would ſend you hence the ſooner, Sir, 
For your Incontinence, it hath deſerv'd it 
Throughly, and throughly, and the Plague to boot. 
(You may come near, Sir) would you woud once cloſe 
Thoſe fſchy Eyes of your's, that flow with Slime, 
Like two Fro -pits ; and thoſe ſame hanging Cheeks, 
Covecr'd with Hide, inſtead of Skin: (nay, help, Su) 
That look like frozen Diſh-Clouts, ſet on End. 

Corw. Or, like an old ſmok'd Wall, on which the Rain 
Ran down in Streaks. Mo/. Excellent Sir, ſpeak out; 
You may be louder yet: a Culvering, 

Diſcharged in his Ear, would hardly bore it. 

Corv. His Noſe is like a common Sewer, ſtill running. 

Moeſc. "Tis good! and what his Mouth? 

Corw. A very Draught. | 

M/. O, ſtop it up ——— Corv. By no Means. 

Me. Pray you let me. 

Faith I could ſtifle him rarely, with a Pillow, 
As well as any Woman that ſhould keep him. 

Corv. Do as you will, but I'll be gone. Mo/. Be ſo; 
It is your Preſence makes him laſt fo long. 

Corw. I pray you uſe no Violence. Mo/. No, Sir? why? 
Why ſhould you be thus ſcrupulous ? pray you, Sir. 

Corv. Nay, at your Diſcretion. M/. Well, goo Sir, 

one. 

Corv. I will not trouble him now, to take my Pearl 

Me. Puh, nor your Diamond. What a needleſs Care 
Is this afflicts you? Is not all here your's ? 

Am not I here ? whom you have made your Creature ? 
That owe my Being to you? Corv. Grateful Moſca ! 
Thou art my Friend, my Fellow, my Companion, 

My Partner, and ſhalt ſhare in all my Fortunes. 

Me Excepting one. Carv. What's that ? 

/. Your gallant Wife, Sir. 1 
ow 
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Now, is he gone? we had no other Means, 
To ſhoot him hence, but this. VJ. My divine Mo/ca 7 
Thou haſt to Day out-gone thy ſelf. Who's there? 

| [Another knocks. 
I will be troubled with no more. Prepare a 
Me Muſick, Dances, Banquets, all Delights; 
The Turk is not more ſenſual in his Pleaſures, 
Than will Yolpone. Let me ſee, a Pearl? | 
ADiamond? Plate? Cechines ? good Morning's Purchaſe; 
Why, this is better than rob Churches, yet: 
Or fat, by eating (once a Month) a Man. 
Who is't ? Mo. The beauteous Lady Would-be, Sir, 
Wife to the Engliſb Knight, Sir Politick Would-be, 
(This is the Stile, Sir, is directed me) 
Hath ſent to know, how you have ſlept to Night, 
And if you would be viſited. Volp. Not now. 


| Some three Hours hence. | 


My/. I told the Squire ſo much. 

Volp. When Iam high with Mirth, and Wine: then, then. 
'Fore Heaven, I wonder at the deſperate Valour 
Of the bold Exgliſs, that they dare let looſe 
Their Wives to all Encounters! Mo. Sir, this Knight 
Had not his Name for nothing, he 1s politick, 

And knows, how ere his Wife affect ſtrange Airs, 
She hath not yet the Face to be diſhoneſt : 
But had ſhe Signior Corvino's Wife's Face ——— 

Volp. Has ſhe ſo rare a Face? Mo/. O, Sir, the Wonder, 
The Blazing Star of Italy!“ a Wench : 
O' the firſt Year ! a Beauty ripe as Harveſt ! 

Whoſe Skin is whiter than a Swan all over! 
Than Silver, Snow, or Lillies! a ſoft Lip, 
Would tempt you to an Eternity of Kiſſing ! 
And Fleſh that melteth in the touch to Blood! 
Bright as your Gold, and lovely as your Gold ! 

Volp. Why had not I known this before? 

Me. Alas, Sir—My ſelf but Yeſterday diſcover d it. 

Volp. How might I ſee her? Mof. O, not poſlible ; 
She's kept as warily as is your Gold, 

Never does come abroad, never takes Air, 
But at a Window. All her Looks are ſweet, 
As the firſt Grapes or Cherries, and are watch'd 2 
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As near as they are. Yelp. I muſt ſeeher—Mo/. Sir, 
There is a Guard of ten Spies thick upon her, 
All his whole Houſhold, each of which is ſet 
Upon his Fellow, and have all their Charge ; 
When he goes out, when he comes in examin d. 
Folp. I will go ſee her, though but at her Window: 
Moe. In ſome Diſguiſe then. Falp. That is true: I muſt 
Maintain mine own Shape ſtill the fame: We'll think. 


ACTWH SCENE IL 
Politich Would. ve, Peregrine. 


Pol. IR, to a wiſe Man all the World's his Soil. 
It is not /aly, nor France, nor Europe, 
That muſt bound me, if my Fates call me forth. 
Yet, I proteſt, it is no ſalt Bere 
Of ſeeing Countries, ſhifting a Religion, 
Nor any Diſaffection to the State 
Where I was bred (and unto which I owe 
My deareſt Plots) hath brought me out; much leſs 
That idle, antick, —＋ headed Project 
Of knowing Men's Minds and Manners, with Les: 
But a peculiar Humour of my Wife's, 
Laid for this Height of Yenice, to obſerve, 
To quote, to learn the Language, and fo forth 
I hope you travel, Sir, with Licence. Per. Yes. 
| Pol. I dare the ſafelier converſe How long, Sir, 
Since you left England? Per. Seven Weeks. Pol. So lately 
You ha' not been with my Lord Ambaſlador ? 
Per. Not yet, Sir. : | 
Pol. Pray you, what News, Sir, vents our Climate ? 
I heard laſt Night a'moſt ſtrange Thing reported 
By ſome of my Lord's Followers, and I long 
To hear how *twill be ſeconded. Per. What was't, Sir? 
Pol. Marry, Sir, of a Raven that ſhould build 
In a Ship Royal of the King's. Per. This Fellow, 
Does he gull me, trow? or is gull'd? Your Name, Sir? 
Pol. My Name is Politick Would-be. 
Per. O, that ſpeaks him. A Knight, Sir ? 
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Pol. Ac Knight, Sir. Prr. Your Lady | 

Of Tires, and Faſhions, and' Behaviour, | 

Among the Courtezans ? the Fine Lady Wonld-be ? 

Pol. Ves, Sir, the Spider ana the Bee, oft-times, 

Suck from one Flower. Per. Good Sir Politich, 

I cry you ; I have heard much of you: 

'Tis true, Sir, of your Raven. Pol. On your Knowledge? 
Per. Yes, and your Lyon's Whelping in the Tower. 
Pol. Another Whelp:! 

Per Another, Sir. Pol. Now, Heaven ! 

What Prodigies be theſe? the Fires at Berwick! 


And the new Star! Theſe things concurring, range! 
And full of Omen / — ->5;—9d | 


Per. I did, Sir. 

Pol. Fearful! Pray you, Sir, confirm me, 
Were there three Porpoiſes ſeen above the Bri 
As they give out? Per. Six, and a Sturgeon, Sir. 

Pol. J amaſtoniſh'd, Per. Nay, Sir, be not ſo; 

Ill tell you a greater Prodigy than theſe ———— 

Pol. What ſhould theſe things portend ! 

Per. The very Day 
(Let me be ſure) that I put forth from Londen, 

There was a Whale diſcover'd in the River, 

As high as Wookwich, that had waited there 

(Few know how many Months) for the Subverſion 
Of the Srade-Fleet. Pol. Ist poſſible? Believe it, 
"Twas either ſent from Spain, or the Archdutes{ 
Sp;nola's Whale, upon my Life, my Credit 

Will they not leave theſe Projects? Worthy Sir, 

dome other News. Per. Faith, Stone the Fool is dead, 
wore Tavern Fool extrem: 

Pol. Is Maſe' Stone dead. 

Per. He's dead, Sir; why? I hope 
You thought him not immortal? O, this Knight 
(Were he well known) would be a precious thing 
To fit our Egli Stage: He that ſhould write 
But ſuch a Fellow, ſhould be thought to feign . 
Extremely, if not e 2 Stone dend! 

Pe]. Dead. Lord! how d , Six- you apprehend it? 
He was no Kinſman to you ? Pol. That x” 1 
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Well ! that ſame Fellow was an unknown Fool. 
Per. And yet you knew him, it ſeems? Pol. I did ſo, Sir, 
I knew him one of the moſt dangerous Heads 
Living within the State, and fo I held him. 
Per. Indeed, Sir? Pal. While he liv'd, in Action. 
He has receiv'd weekly Intelligence, _ 
Upon my Knowledge, out of the Low-Countries, 
For all Parts of the World) in Cabbage 
And thoſe diſpens'd again to Ambailadors 
In Oranges, Muſk-melons, Apricots, La 
Lemons, Pomecitions, and ſuch-like ; ſometim 
In Colchefter-Oyſters, and your Se//zy-Cockles. 
Per. You make me wonder! 
Pol. Sir, upon my Knowledge, 
Nay, I have obſerv'd him, at your Publick Ordinary, 
Take his Advertiſement from a Traveller 
(A conceal'd Stateſman) in a Trencher of Meat; 
And inftantly, before the Meal was done, 
Convey an Anſwer in a Tooth-pick. Per. Strange 
How could this be, Sir? Pol. Why, the Meat was cut 
So like his Character, and ſo laid, as he 
Muſt eafily read the Cypher. Per. I have heard, 
He could not read, Sir. Pol. So 'twas given out 
(In Polity) by thoſe that did employ him: 
But he could read, and had your Languages, 
And to't, as ſound a Noddle=— Per. I have heard, Si 
That your Baboons were Spies, and that they were 
A kind of ſubtle Nation, near to China. | 
Pol. I, I, your Mamuluchi. Faith, they had 
Their Hand in a French Plot or two; but they 
Were ſo extremely given to Women, as 
'They made Diſcovery of all : Yet I 5 
Had my Advices here (on Wedne/day laſt) 
From one of their own Coat, they were return d, 
Made their Relations, (as the Faſhion is) | 
And now ſtand fair for freſh Employment. Per. 'He: 
This Sir Pol. will be ignorant of nothing. 
It ſeems, Sir, you know all? Pol. Not all, Sir: But 
I have ſome general Notions : I do love 
To note, and to obſerve ; though I live out 
Free from the active Torrent, yet I'd mark 
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u WH The Currents and the Paſſages of Things, 
For mine own private Uſe ; and know the Ebbs 
And Flows of State. Per. Believe it, Sir, I hold 
My ſelf in no ſmall Tie unto my Fortunes, 
For caſting me thus luckily upon you, 
Whoſe Knowledge (if your Bounty equal it) 
May do me great Aſſiſtance, in Inſtruction 
For my Behaviour, and my Bearing, which 
Is yet ſo rude, and raw Pol. Why? came you forth 
Empty of Rules, for travel? Per. Faith, I had 
Some common ones, from out that vulgar Grammar, 
Which he, that cry'd 7talien to me, taught me. 

Pol. Why, this it is, that ſpoils all our brave Bloods, 
Truſting our hopeful Gentry unto Pedants, | 
Fellows of Out-fide, and meer Bark. You ſeem 
To be a Gentleman, of ingenious Race 
I not profeſs it, but my Fate hath been 
Io be, where I have been conſulted with 
cut WW In this high Kind, touching ſome great Men's Sons, 
Perſons of Blood, and Honour—Per. Who be theſe, Sir? 

Maſca. Politick, Peregrine, Volpone, Nano, Grege. 

Mo/. Under that Window, there't muſt be The Kos. 

Pol. Fellows, to mount a Bank ! Did your Inſtructer 
In the dear Tongues, never diſcourſe to you 
Of the /ra/ian Mountebanks ? Per. Yes, Sir. Pol. Why, 
Here ſhall you ſee one. Per. They are Quack - ſalvers, 
Fellows, that live by venting Oyls, and Drugs ? 

Pol. Was that the Character he gave you of them ? 

Per. As I remember. Pol. Pity his Ignorance. _ + 
They are the only knowing Men of Europe! 

Great ee Scholars, excellent Phyſicians, 
Moſt admir'd States- men, profeſt Favourites, 
And Cabinet-Counſellors to the greateſt Princes ! 
The only — = Men of all the World ! 

Per. Ana, I have heard, they are moſt lewd Impoſtors, 
Made all of Terms and Shreds; no leſs Belyers 
Of great Men's Favours, than their own vile Med'cines; 
Which they will utter upon monſtrous Oaths: 

Selling that Drug for Two-pence, ere they part, IT 
Which they have valued at twelve Crowns before. | 
Pol. Sir, Calumnies are anſwer'd beſt with Silence: 


C Your 
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Your ſelf ſhall judge. Who is it mounts, my Friend ? 

Meſ. Scoto of Mantua, Sir. Pol. Is't he? nay, then 
T'll proudly promiſe, Sir, you ſhall behold 
Another Man, than has been phant ſied to you. 

I wonder, yet, that he ſhould mount his Bank, 
Here in this Nook, that has been wont t' appear 
In Face of the Piaxxa ! Here he comes. 

JV. T Mount, Zany. Gre. Follow, follow, follow, 

ollow, follow. 

Pol. See how the People follow him ! he's a Man 
May write 10000 Crowns in Bank here. Note, 
Mark but his Geſture: I do uſe to obſerve 
The State he keeps, in getting up. Per. "Tis worth it, Sir, 

Volp. Moſt noble Gent. and my worthy Patrons, it may 
feem ſtrange, that I, your Scoto Mantuano, who was 
ever wont to fix my Bank in Face of the publick Pias- 
a, near the Shelter of the Portico, to the Procuratia, 
ſhould now (after eight Months abſence, from this il- 


laftrious City of Venice) humbly rctire my ſelf into an 


_ obſcure Nook of the Piazza. 
Pol. Did not I, now, object the ſame ? Per. Peace, Sir. 
 PFohp. Let me tell you: I am not (as your Lombard 
Proverb ſaith) cold on my Feet; or content to part with 
my Commodities at a cheaper Rate than I accuſtomed: 
look not for it. Nor that the calumnious Reports of that 
impudent Detractor, and Shame to our Profeſſion, ( 4/e/- 
ſandro Buttone, I mean) who gave out in publick I was 
condemned at Sforzato to the Gallies, for poyſoning the 
Cardinal Bembos — Cook, hath at all attached, much 
leſs dejected, me. No, no, worthy Gent. (to tell you true 
I cannot endure to ſee the Rabble of theſe ground Ciar. 
litani, that ſpread their Clokes on the Pavement, as if 
they meant to do Feats of Activity, and then come in 
lamely, with their mouldy Tales out of Boccacio, like 
ſtale Tabarine, the Fabuliſt : Some of them diſcourſing 
their Travels, and of their tedious Captivity in the Turts 
Gallies, when indeed (were the Truth known) they were 
the Chriſtians Gallies, where very temperately they eat 
Bread, and drunk Water as a whoHom Penance (enjoyn- 
ed them by their Confeſſors) for baſe Pilferies. 


Pol. 
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Pol. Note but his bearing, and contempt 4 theſe. 

Volp. Theſe Turdy-facy- naſty-paty-loufe-fartical Ro- 
gues, with one poor Groats-worth of unprepar'd Autimo- 
xy, finely wrapt up in ſeveral Scartoccios, are able, wy 
well, to kill their twenty a Week, and play; yet, theſe 
meager-ſtary'd Spirits, who have half ſtopt the Organs 
of their Minds wich earthy Oppilations, want not their 
Favourers among your ſhrivell'd, fallad-eating Artizans: 
Who are overjoy'd, that they may have their Half-pe'rth 
of Phyſick, though it purge em into another World, it 
makes no matter. 8 

Pol. Excellent ! ha'you heard better Language, Sir ? 

Volp. Well, let em go. And, Gentlemen, honourable 
Gentlemen know, that for this time, our Bank, bein 
thus remov'd from the Clamours of the Canaglia, ſhal 
be the Scene of Pleaſure and Delight : For, I have no- 
thing to ſell, little or nothing to ſell. 

Pol. 1 told you, Sir, his End. Per. You did ſo, Sir. 

Volp. 1 proteſt, I, and my fix Servants are not able to 
make of this precious Liquor, ſo faſt, as it is fetch'd away 
from my Lodging by Gentlemen of your City; Strangers 
of the Terraferma ; worſhipful Merchants; I, and Sena- 
tors too: Who ever ſince my arrival, have detained me 
to their Uſes, by their ſplendidous Liberalities. And 
worthily, for, what avails your rich Man to have his 
Magazines {tuft with Moſcagelly, or of the pureſt Grape, 
when his Phyficians preſcribe him (on pain of Death) to 
drink nothing but Water, co&ed with Aniſeeds? O, 
Health! Health! the Bleſſing of the Rich! the Riches of 
the Poor! who can buy thee at too dear a Rate, fince 
there is no enjoying this World without thee ? Be not 
then ſo ſparing of your Purſes, honourable Gentlemen, 
as to abridge the natural courſe of Life. 

Per. You ſee his End? Pol. 1, ist not good? 

Volp. For, when a humid Flux, or Catarrh, by the 
Mutability of Air, falls from your Head into an Arm or 
Shoulder, or any other Part; take you a Duckat, or your 
Cecchine of Gold and apply to the place affected: See, 
what good Effect it can work. No, no, 'tis this bleſſed 
Unguento, this rare Extraction, that hath only power to 

| C 2 diſprſe 
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diſperſe all malignant Humours, that proceed, either of 
hot, cold, moiſt, or windy Cauſes, —— 

Per. I would he had put in dry too. 

Pol. Pray you, obſerve. X 

Volp. To fortifie the moſt indigeſt and crude Stomach, 
I, were it of one that (though extream weakneſs) vomited 
Blood, applying only a warm Napkin to the place, after 
the Unction and Fricace ; for the Fertigone in the Head, 

putting but a Drop into your Noſtrils, likewiſe behind the 
- Ears;a moſt ſovereign and approved Remedy: The Mal. 

caduco, Cramps, Con vulſions, Paralyſies, 1 Tre. 
mor- cordia, retired Nerves, ill Vapours of the Spleen, ſtop- 

ping of the Liver, the Stone, the Strangury, Hernia ver. 
toſa, Iliaca en ſtops a Diſenteria immediately; eaſcth 
the Torſian of the ſmall Guts; and cures Melancholica 
Hypocondriaca being taken and applyed, according tomy 
printed Receipt. [ Pointing to his Bill and his Glaſs.) For, 
this is the Phyſician, this the Medicine ; this counſels, 
this cures ; this gives the Direction, this works the Ef. 
fect: And (in ſum) both together may be term'd an ab 
ſtrat of the Theorick and Practick in the Æſculapian 
Art. *T'will coſt you eight Crowns. Ana, Zan Fritada, 
pr'ythee fing a Verſe extempore in Honour of it. 

Pol. How do you like him, Sir? Per. Moſt ſtrangely, I! 

Pol. Is not his Language rare? Per. But Achimy, 
1 never heard che like: or Broughton's Books, 


SONG. 


| AD old Hippocrates, or Galen, 
[ (That to their Books put Med'cines all in) 
But known this Secret, they had never 
(Of which they will be guilty ever) 
Been Murderers of ſo much Paper, 
Or waſted many a hurtleſs taper : 

No Indian drug had e' er been famed, 

Tobacco, Saſſafras not named; 
Ne yet, of Guacum one ſmall ſtick, Sir, 
Nor Raymund Lullies great Elixir. 

Ne, had been known the Dani Gonſwart, 
Or Paraceſſus, with his long Sword. 


Per. 
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Per. All this, yet, will not do; eight Crowns is hight 
Volp. No more. Gentlemen, if I had but time to diſ- 

courſe to you the miraculous Effecis of this my Oyl, ſur* 

named oglio del Scoto; with the countleſs Catalogue of thoſ® 

I have cured of th' aforeſaid, and many more Diſeaſes ; 

the Patents and Priviledges of all the Princes and Com- 

monwealths of Chriſtendom ; or but the Diſpoſitions of 
thoſe that appear'd on my Part, before the Signiory of the 

Sanita and moſt learned College of Phyſicians; where 

I was authorized, upon Notice taken of the admirable 

Vertues of my Medicaments, and mine own Excellency, 

in matter of rare and unknown Secrets, not only to diſ- 

perſe them publickly in this famous City, but in all the 

Territories, that happly joy under the Government of 

the moſt pious and magnificent States of aly. But may 

ſome other gallant Fellow ſay, O, there be divers that 
make Profeſſion to have as good, and as experimented 

Receipts as yours: Indeed, very many have aſſay d, like 

Apes in Imitation of that, which is really and eſſentially in 

me, to make of this Oyl; beſtow'd great Coſt in Furnaces, 

Stills, Alembecks, continual Fires, and Preparation of 

the Ingredients, (as indeed there goes to it fix hundred 

ſeveral ſimples, beſides, ſome Quantity of human Fat, for 
the conglutination, which we buy of the Anatomiſts) but, 
when theſe Practitioners come to the laſt Decoction, blow, 
blow, puff, puff, and all flies in ume: ha, ha, ha. Poor 
Wretches! I rather pity their Folly and Indiſcretion, than 
their loſs of Time and Money; for thbſe may be recover- 
ed by Induſtry: But to be a Fool born is a Diſeaſe in- 
curable. For my ſelf, I always from my Youth have en- 
deavour'd to get the rareſt Secrets, and book them ; ei- 
ther in Exchange or for Money: I ſpared nor Coſt, nor 

Labour, where any thing was worthy to be learned, And 

Gentlemen, honourable Gentlemen, I will undertake (by 

vertue of Chymical Art) out of the honourable Hat that 

covers your Head, to extract the four Elements; that is 
to ſay, the Fire, Air, Water and Earth, and return you 
your Felt, without burn or ſtain. For, whilſt others have 
been at the Balloo, I have been at my Book: And am 
now paſt the craggy Paths of Study, and come to the 
fow'ry Plains of Honour and Reputation. 

&Yy Pol, 
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Pol. I do aſſure you, Sir, that is his Aim. 7 
Vaolp. Bat, to our Price. Per. Aud that withall, Sir Pol 
Vaolb. You all know, (honourable Gentlemen) I never 
Ws 6+ this Ampulla, or Yilla, at leſs thaneight Crowns; 

but for this Time, I am content to be depriv'd of it for 
fix; fix Crowns is the Price; and leſs in Courteſie I know 
you cannot offer me: Take it or leave it, however, both 
it and I am at your Service. I aſk you not as the Value of 
the thing, for then I ſhould demand of you a thouſand 
-Crowns, ſo the Cardinals Montalto, Farneſe, the great Duke 
of Tuſcany, my Goſlip, with divers other Princes have gi- 
ven me; but ideſpiſe Money; Only to ſhew my Affection 
to you, honourable Gentlemen, and your illuſtrious State 
here, I have neglected the Meſſages of theſe Princes, mine 
down Offices, fram'd my Journey hither, only to preſent 
you with the Fruits of my Travels. Tune your Voices 
once more to the Touch of your Inſtruments, and give the 
honourable Aſſembly ſome delightful Recreations. 

per. What monſtrous and moſt painful Circumſtance 
Is here, to get ſome three or four Gazzers ? 

Some Three-pence i'th? whole, for that twill come to. 
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I 7 OU that would laſt long, lit to my Song, 

1 Make no more 2 buy of this Oyl. 
Would you be ever fair and young ? | 
Stout of Teeth ? and ſtrong of Tongue? 
Tart of Palat ? quick of Ear? 

Sharp of Sight? of Noſtril clear? 

Moiſt of Hand? and light of Foot? 

[ Or I will come nearer to't) 

Would you live free from all Diſeaſes ? 
Do the AR, your Miſtreſs pleaſes ? 
Vea fright all Aches from your Bones? 
Here's a Med cine for the Nones. 

Volp. Well, I am in a Humour (at this Time) to make a 
Preſent of the ſmall Quantity my Coffer contains: To the 
Rich in Courteſie, and to the Poor, for God's Sake. Where- 
fore now. mark ; I aſk d you ſix Crowns ; and fix Crowns, 
at other Times, you have paid me; you ſhall not give 15 
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fix Crowns, nor five, nor four, nor three, nor two, nor 
one; nor half a Duckat; no, nor a Muccinigo: Six- 
nce it will coſt you, or fix hundred Pound expect no 
ower Price, for by the Banner of my Front, I will not 
bate a Bagatine, that I will have only asa Pledge of your 
Loves, to carry ſomething from amongſt you, to ſhew, I 
am not contemn'd by you. Therefore now, toſs your 
Handkerchiefs, chearfully, chearfully ; and be advertiſed, 
that the firſt heroick Spirit, that deigns to grace me, with. 
a Handkerchief, I will give it a little Remembrance of 
ſomething, beſide, ſhall p aſe it better, than if I had pre- 
ſented it witha double Piſtolet. 
Per. Will you be that heroick Spark, Sir Pol? 
O, ſee ! the Window has prevented you. | 
Celia at the Window, throws down her Handkerchief. 
Volp. Lady, I kiſs your Bounty; and for this timely 
Grace you have done your poor Scoto of Mantua, I will 
return you over and above my Oil, a Secret of that high 
and ineſtimable Nature, ſhall make you forever enamour'd 
on that Minute, wherein your Eye firſt deſcended on ſo 
mean (yet not altogether to be deſpis d) an Object. Here 
is a Powder conceal'd in this Paper, of which, if I ſhould 
ſpeak to the Worth, nine thouſand Volumes were but as 
one Page, that Page as a Line, that Line as a Word: So 
mort is this Pilgrimage of Man (which ſome call Life) 
to the 5 it. Would I reflect on the Price? 
why, the whole World were but as an Empire, that Em- 
pire as a Province, that Province as a Bank, that Bank as a 
private Purſe to the Purchaſe of it. I will only tell you: 
it is the Powder that made Venus a Goddeſs (given her by 
Apollo) that kept her perpetually young, clear'd her 
Wrinkles, firm'd her Gums, fill'd her Skin, colour'd her 
Hair; from her deriv'd to Helen, and at the Sack of Troy 
(unfortunately) loſt: Till now, in this our Age, it was as 
happily recovered, by a ſtudious Antiquary, out of ſome 
Ruins of Alia, who ſent a Moiety of it to the Court of 
France (but much ſophiſticated) wherewith the Ladies 
there, now, colour their Hair. The reſt (at this preſent) 
remains with me; extracted to a Quinteſſence: So that 
Where-ever it but touches, in Youth it perpetually pre- 
krves,jn Age reſtores, the Complexion; ſeats your W | 
| 1 


— — 
* 


28 . 


did they dance like Virginal Jacks, firm as a Wall ; make 
them white as Ivory, that were black aa :: 
Corvino, Politique, Peregrine. 
* Spight o' the Devil, and my Shame ! come down, 
ere; 

Come down: No Houſe but mine to make your Scene! 

Signior Flaminio, will you down, Sir? down ? 

What is my. Wife your Franciſcina? Sir? 

No Windows on the whole Piazza, here, 

To make your Properties, but mine? but mine? 

Heart! ere To- morrow [ ſhall be new chriſten d, 

And call'd the Pantalone Di Beſognioſi, 

About the Town. Per. What ſhould this mean, Sir Pol? 
Pol. Some Trick of State, believe it. I will home. 
Per. It may be ſome Deſign on you. Pol. I know not, 

I'll ſtand upon my Guard. Per. Tis your beſt, Sir. 
Pol. This three Weeks, all my Advices, all my Letters, 

They have been intercepted. Per. Indeed, Sir. 

Beſt have a care. Pol. Nay, fo I will. Per. This Knight, 

I may not loſe him, for my Mirth, till Night. 

| Volpone, Moſca. 

Vol. OT am wounded. M/. Where, Sir? 
Vol. Not without; 

Thoſe Blows were nothing, I could bear them ever. 

But angry Cupid, bolting from her Eyes, 

Hath ſhot himſelf into me like a Flame; 

Where, now, he flings about his burning Heat, 

As in a Furnace, ſome ambitious Fire, 

Whoſe Vent is ſtopt. The Fight is all within me. 

I cannot live, except thou help me, Moſca; 

My Liver melts, and I, without the Hope 

of ſome ſoft Air, from her refreſhing Breath, 

Am but a Heap of Cinders. Me/. Laſs, good Sir, 

Would you had never ſeen her. Vol. Nay, would thou 

. Hadſt never told me of her. M/ Sir, tis true; 

I do confeſs I was unfortunate, | 

And you unhappy, but I'm bound in Conſcience, 

No leſs than Duty, to effect my beſt 

To your Releaſe of Torment, and I will, Sir. 

Vol. Dear Maſca, ſhall I hope? 4 

| | | „ 419: 
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Meſ. Sir, more than dear, | 

I will not bid you to deſpair of aught, 

Within a human Compaſs. Vol. O, there ſpoke 

My better Angel. Maſca, take my Keys, 

Gold, Plate, and Jewels, all's at thy Devotion ; 

Employ them how thou wilt ; nay, coyn me too : 

So thou, in this, but crown my Longings, Maſca? 
Mof. Uſe but your Patience. Vol. So I have. 
M/ I doubt not 

To bring Succeſs to your Defires. Vol. Nay, then, 

| not repent me of my late Diſguiſe. | 
M/. If you can horn him, Sir, you need not. 
Vol. True: 

Beſides, I never meant him for my Heir, 

Is not the Colour o'my Beard and Eye-brows 


To make me known ? Me. No jot. Vol. I did it well, 


Meſ. So well, would I could follow you in mine, 
With half the Happineſs, and yet I would 
Eſcape your Epilogue. Vol. But, they were gull'd 
With a Belief that I was Scoto? Me. Sir, 
Scoto himſelf could hardly have diſtinguiſh'd: 
T have no time to flatter you, now, we'll part: 
And as I proſper, ſo applaud my Art. 

| dino, Celia, Serwitore. 


Cor. Death of mine Honour, with the City's Fool? 


A juggling, Tooth-drawing, prating Mountebank ? 


And at a publick Window? where, whilſt he, 

With his ſtrain'd Action, and his dole of Faces, 

To his Drug: lecture draws your itching Ears, 

A Crew of old, unmarried, noted Letchers, 

Stood leering up like Satyrs: And you ſmile 

Moſt graciouſly ! and fan your Favours forth, 

To give your hot Spectators Satisfaction 

What, was your Mountebank their Call? their Whiſtle ? 
Or were you enamour'd on his Copper Rings ? 

His Saffron Jewel, with the Toad-ſtone in't ? 

Or his embroidered Suit, with the Cope-ſtitch, 
Made of a Herſe-cloth ? or his old Tilt feather ? 

Or his ſtarch'd Beard? well! you ſhall have him, yes: 
He ſhall come home, and miniſter unto you 

The Fricace for the Mother. Or, let me ſee, 
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I think you had rather mount? would you not mount! 
Why, if you'll mount, you may; yes truly, you may: 
And ſo, you may be ſeen, down to th' Foot. 
Get you a Cittern, Lady Vanity, 
And be a Dealer with the vertuous Man; BG 
Make one: T'l] but proteſt myſelf a Cuckold, 
And fave your Dowry. I am a Dutchman, I! 
For, if you thought me an Italian, 
You would be damn'd, e're you did this, you Whore : 
Thou'ldſt tremble, to imagine, that the Murder 
Of Father, Mother, Brother, all thy Race, 
Should follow, as the Subject of my Juſtice! 
ö Cel. Good Sir, have Patience! 
Corv. What couldſt thou propoſe 
Leſs to thy ſelf, than in this Heat of Wrath, 
And ſtung with my Diſhonour, I ſhall ftrike 
This Steel into thee, with as many Stabs 
As thou wert gaz'd upon with Goatiſh Eyes ? 
Cel. Alas, Sir, be appeas'd ! I could not think 
My being at the Window ſhould more, now, 
Move your Impatience, than at other Times. 
Cory. No? not to ſeek and entertain a Parle, 
With a known Knave ? before a Multitude ? 
You were an Actor with your Handkerchief! 
Which he, moſt ſweetly, kiſt in the Receipt, 
And might (no doubt) return it with a Letter, 
And point the Place, where you might meet; your Siſter's, 
Your Mother's, or your Aunt's might ſerve the Turn. 
Cel. Why, dear Sir, when do I make theſe Excuſes ? 
Or ever ſtir abroad, but to the Church? 
And that fo ſeldom— Corv. Well, it ſhall be leſs; 
And thy Reſtraint before was Liberty, 
To what I now decree : And therefore mark me. 
Firſt, I will have this bawdy Light damm'd up; 
And tilt be done, ſome two or three Yards off, 
I'll chalk a Line: O'er which, if thou but chance 
To ſet thy deſp'rate Foot; more Hell, more Horror, 
More wild remorſeleſs Rage ſhall ſeize on thee, 
Than on a Conjurer, that had heedleſs left | 
His Circle's Safety e're his Devil was laid. 
Then here's a Lock, which I will hang upon thee I 
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And, now I think on't, I will keep thee backwards; 
Thy Lodging ſhall be backwards; thy Walks backwards; 
Thy Proſpe& all be backwards; and no Pleaſure, 

That thou ſhalt know but backwares: Nay, ſince you 

My honeſt Nature, know, it is your own | (force 

Being to open, makes me uſe you thus. 

Since you will not contain your ſubtil Noſtrils 

In a ſweet Room, but they muſt ſnuff the Air 

Of rank and ſweaty Paſſengers—One knocks. 

[ Knocks within 

Away, and be not ſeen, Pain of thy Life; 

Nor look toward the Window: If thou doſt 

(Nay ſtay, hear this) let me not proſper, Whore, 

But I will make thee an Anatomy, 

Difſe& thee mine own ſelf, and read a Lecture 

Upon thee, to the City, and in publick. 

Away, who's there? Ser. Tis Signior Maſca, Sir. 

Corwino, Moſea. 
Corv. Let him come in, his Maſter's dead: There's yet 

Some Good, to help the Bad. My Maſca, welcome, 

I gueſs your News. Mof. I fear you cannot, Sir. 
Cerw. Is't not his Death? /. Rather the contrary. 
Cory. Not his Recovery? Mo/, Yes, Sir. | 
Cory. I am curs'd, 

I am bewitch'd, my Croſſes meet to vex me. 

How ? how ? how? how? Mo/. Why, Sir, with Scoro's 

Corbaccio, and Yoltore brought of it, (Oyl! 

Whilſt I was buſy in an inner Room CES 
Corv. Death! that damn'd Mountebank ! but, for the 

Now, I could kill the Raſcal ; 't cannot be, (Law 

His Oyl ſhould have that Virtue. Ha'not I 

Known him a common Rogue, come fidling in 

To th' Ofteria, with a tumbling Whore, 

And, when he has done all his forc'd Tricks, being glad 

Of a poor Spoonful of dead Wine, with Flies in't? 

It cannot be. All his Ingredients, 

Are a Sheep's Gall, a roaſted Bitch's Marrow, 

Some few {od Earwigs, pounded Caterpillers, 

A little Capon's Greaſe, and faſting Spittle: 

I know em to a Dram. Mo. I know not, Sir, 

But ſome on't, there, they powr'd into his Ears, 
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Some in his Noſtrils, and recover'd him; 

Applying but the Fricace. Corw. Pox o'that Fricace. 

Me/. And fince, to ſeem the more officious, 

And flatt'ring of his Health, there, they have had 

(At extreme Fees) the College of Phyſicians | 

Conſulting on him, how they might reſtore him; 

Where one would have a Cataplaſm of Spices, 

Another a flea'd Ape clapt to his Breaſt, 

A third would ha'it a Dog, a fourth an Oy! 

With wild Cats Skins: At laſt, they all reſolv'd 

That, to preſerve him, was no other Means, 

But ſome young Woman muſt be ſtraight ſought out, 

Luſty and full of Juice, to fleep by him; 

And, to this Service (moſt unhappily, 

And moſt unwillmgly) am I now imploy'd, 

Which here I thought to pre-acquaint you with; 

For your Advice fince it concerns you moſt, 

Becauſe, I would not do that thing might croſs 

Your Ends, ' on whom I have my whole Dependance, Sir: 

Yet, if I do it not, they may delate 

My Slackneſs to my Patron, work me out 

Of his Opinion ; and there, all your Hopes, 

Ventures, or whatſoever, are all fruſtrate. 

I do but tell you, Sir. Beſides, they are all 

Now ftriving, who ſhall firſt preſent him. Therefore 

I could entreat you, briefly, conclude ſomewhat : 

Prevent'em if you can. Corw. Death to my Hopes! 

This is my villainous Fortune! Beſt to hire 

Some common Curtezan ? Mo/. I, I thought on that, Su. 

But they are all ſo ſubtil, full of Art, 

And Age again doting and flexible, 

So as cannot tell we may perchance 

Light on a QOuean, may cheat us all. Corw. "Tis true. 

. © of. No, no, it muſt be one, that has no Tricks, Su, 

Some ſimple thing, a Creature made unto it : 1 

Some Wench you may command. Ha' you no Kinf- 
woman ? | : | 

Gods ſo =— Think, think, think, think, think, think, 
think, Sir. | ; | 

One o'the Doctors offer d there his Daughter. 
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Corv. How ! Me Yes, Signior Lupo, the Phyſician. 
* Daughter ? Ne And a Virgin, Sir. Why? 
alas, 
He knows the State of's Body, what it is; 
hat nought can warm his Blood, Sir, but a Fever; 
Nor any Incantation raiſe his Spirit: 
long forgetfulneſs hath ſeiz'd that Part. 
Beſides, Sir, who ſhall know it? ſome one or two 
Corw. I pr'ythee give me Leave. If any Man 
ut I had had this Luck--- The thing in't itſelf, 
| know, is nothing----Wherefore ſhould not I 
u well command my Blood and my Affections, 
this dull Doctor? in the point of Honour, 
he Caſes are all one of Wife and Daughter. 
Mz/. I hear him coming. 
Corv. She ſhall do't : Tis done. 
light, if this Doctor, who is not engag'd, 
Unleſs't be for his Counſel (which is nothing) 
Offer his Daughter, what ſhould I that am 
do deeply in? I will prevent him, Wretch ! 
ovetous Wretch! Mo/ca, I have determin'd, 
Mo/. How, Sir? 
Cory. We'll make all ſure. The Party, you wot of,” 
ball be mine own Wife, Meſca. Meſ. Sir, the Thing, 
But that I would not ſeem to counſel you) 
ſhould have motion'd to you at the firit : 
ind make your count, you have cut all their Throats. 
hy ! *tis directly taking a Poſſeſhon ! | 
ind, in his next Fit, we may let him go. 
Tis but to pull the Pillow from his Head, 
ind he is throttled : 't had been done, before, 
ut for your ſcrupulous Doubts. Corw. I, a Plague on't, 
y Conſcience fools my Wit. Well, Fl be brief, 
nd ſo be thou, leſt they ſhould be before us: 
0 home, prepare him, tell him, with what Zeal, 
\nd Willingneſs, I do it; ſwear it was, 
n the firſt hearing (as thou may'ſ do, truly) 
k, line own free Motion. Me, Sir, I warrant you, 
l ſo poſſeſs him with it, that the reſt 
Vt his ſtary'd Clients ſhall be baniſht all; 
v. Nad only you receiv'd. But come not, Sir, 
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Until I ſend, for I have ſomething elle 
To ripen, for your Good (you muſt not know t.) 
Cory. But do not you forget to ſend now. 


Mof. Fear not. 
Corvino, Celia. 


Cor. Where are you, Wife? my Celia? Wife? what 
blubbering:? 
Come, dry thoſe Tears. I think thou thoughteſt me in 
earneſt? ä 


Ha? by this Light, I talk'd fo but to try thee. 


Me-thinks, the lightneſs of the Occaſion 

Should ha'confirm'd thee. Come, I am not jealous. 
Cel. No? Carv. Faith, I am not, I, nor never was: 

It is a poor unprofitable Humour. 

Do not I know if Womer have a Will, 

They'll do gainſt all the Watches o'the World? 

And that the fierceſt Spies are tam'd with Gold: 

Tut, I am confident in thee, thou ſhalt ſee't: 

And ſee, I'Il give thee caule too, to believe it. 

Come, Kiſs me. Go, and make thee ready ftraight, 

In all thy beſt Attire, thy choiceſt Jewels, 

Put 'em all on, and with 'em, thy beſt Looks : 

We are invited wy 5 eaſt, 

At old Volpone s, where it ſhall appear 

How far I'm free, from Jealoufy or Fear. 
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Moſea. 
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Fear, I ng to grow in love 
With my dear felf, and my moſt proſp'rous Parts, 


| They do ſo ſpring, and burgeon ; I can feel 


A Whimſy i' my Blood: (I know not how) 
Succeſs hath made me wanton. I could ſkip 
Out of my Skin, now, like a ſubtil Snake, 
T am fo limber. O! your Paraſite 

Is a moſt precious thing, dropt from above, 


Not bred mongſt Clods and Clot-pouls, here on Bank 


, 0 


hed — Seer eee . v 4 i. ES ITS 


MK > I HI r 2 kh 


The F OK. 35 
f mufe, the Myſtery was not made a Science, 
It is ſo liberally profeft ! almoſt 
A!l the wiſe World is little elſe, in Nature, 
But Paraſites, or Sub-paraſites. And, yet, 
I mean not thoſe that have your bare Town-art, 
To know, who's fit to feed 'em; have no Houſe; 
No Family, no Care, and therefore mould 
Tales for Men's Ears, to bait that Senſe ; or get 
Kitchen- invention, and ſome ſtale Receipts 
To pleaſe the Belly, and the Groin; nor thoſe, 
With their Court dog-Tricks, that can fawn and fleer, 
Make their Revenue out of Legs and Faces, 
Eccho my Lord, and lick away a Moth : 
But your fine elegant Raſcal, that can riſe, 
And ſtoop (almoſt together) like an Arrow, 
Shoot through the Air as nimbly as a Star: 
Turn ſhort, as doth a Swallow; and be here, 
And there, and here, and yonder all at once; 
Preſent to any Humour, all Occaſions ; | 
And change a Viſor, ſwifter than-a Thought ! 
This is the Creature had the Art born with him ; 
Toils not to learn it, but doth practiſe it 
Out of moſt excellent Nature: and ſuch Sparks 
Are the true Paraſites, others but their Zanies. 
Moſca, Bonario. | 
Moſ. Who's this? Bonario? old Corbaccio's Son? 
The Perſon I was bound to ſeek. Fair Sir, 
You are happily met. Bon. That cannot be by thee. 
Moſ. Why, Sir? 
Bon. Nay, pr'ythee know thy Way, and leave me : 
I would be loth to interchange Diſcourſe, 
With ſach a Mate as thou art. Mo/. Courteous Sir, 
Scorn not my Poverty.. Box. Not I, by Heaven : 
But thou ſhalt give me leave to hate thy Baſeneſs. 
Me/. Baſeneſs ? Bon. I, anſwer me, is not thy Sloth 
Sufficient Argument? thy Flattery ? | 
Thy Means of Feeding? Me. Heaven, be good to me. 
Theſe Imputations are too common, Sir, 
And eaſily ſtuck on Virtue, when ſhe's poor; 
You are unequal to me, and howe'er 
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Vour Sentence may be righteous, yet you are not; 
That ere you know me, thus, proceed in Cenſure: 
St. Mark bear witneſs gainſt you, tis inhuman. 
| Bon. What? does he weep? the Sign is ſoft, and good! 
4 J do repent me, that I was ſo harſh. | 
1 Mef. Tis true, that, ſway'd by ſtrong Neceſſity, 
I am enforc'd to eat my careful Bread 
1 With too much Obſequy; tis true, beſide, 
That I am fain to ſpin my own poor Ray ment, 
Out of my meer Obſervance, being not born 
To a free Fortune: but that I have done 
Baſe Offices, in rending Friends aſunder, 
Dividing Families, betraying Counſels, 
Whiſpering falſe Lyes, or mining Men with Praiſes ; 
Train'd their Credulity with Perjuries, 
Corrupted Chaſtity, or am in Love 
With mine own tender Eaſe, but would not rather 
Prove the moſt rugged, and laborious Courſe, 
1 That might redeem my preſent Eſtimation ; 
b Let me here periſh, in all Hope of Goodneſs. 
$4 Bon. This cannot be a perſonated Paſſion ! 
'F I was to blame, ſo to miſtake thy Nature ; 
L Pr'ythee forgive me: and ſpeak out thy Buſineſs. 
1 Me. Sir, it concerns you; and though I may ſeem, 
| At firſt to make a main Offence in Manners, 
And in my Gratitude, unto my Maſter; 
Yet, for the pure Love, which I bear all Right, 
And Hatred of the Wrong, I muſt reveal it. 
This very Hour, your Father is in Purpoſe 
To Aifinherit you Bon. How ! 
 Meof. And thruſt you forth, | 
As a meer Stranger to his Blood ; 'tis true, Sir : 
L The Work no way ingageth me, but, as 
5 I claim an Intereſt in the general State 
Of Goodneſs and true Virtue, which I hear 
T' abound in you: and for which meer Reſpect, 
Without a ſecond Aim, Sir, I have done it. 
Bon. This Tale hath loſt thee much of the late Truſt, 
Thou hadſt with me; it is impoſſible: 
I know not how to lend it any Thought, 
My Father ſhould be ſo unnatural. 
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Meſ. It is a Confidence, that well becomes 
Your Piety; and form'd (no doubt) it is 
From your own ſimple Innocence: which makes 
Your Wrong more monſtrous and abhorr'd. But, Sir, 
IT now will tell you more. This very Minute, 
It is, or will be, doing : And, if you. 
Shall be but pleas'd to go with me, I'll bring you: 
(I dare not ſay where you ſhall ſee, but) where- 
Your Ear ſhall be a Witneſs of the Deed ; 
Hear your ſelf written Baſtard : and profeſt 
The common Iſſue of the Earth. Bon. I'm amaz d! 
Mo. Sir, if J do it not, draw your juſt Sword, 
And ſcore your Vengeance on my Front and Face; 
Mark me your Villain: you have too much Wrong. 
And I do {uffer for you, Sir. My Heart 
Weeps Blood in Anguiſh,—Box. Lead, I follow thee. 
Volpone, Nano, Androgyno, Caſtrone. 
Vol. Moſca ſtays long methinks. Bring forth your Sports 
And help to make the wretched Time more ſweet. | 
Nan. Dwarf, Fool, and Eunuch, well met here we be. 
A Queſtion it were now, whether of us three, 
Being all the known Delicates of a rich Man, 
In pleaſing him, claim the Precedency can? 
| Caf. I claim for my ſelf. And. And fo doth the Fool: 
Nan.” Tis fooliſh indeed: Let me ſet you both to School. 
Firſt, for your Dwarf, he's little, and witty, . 
And every thing, as it is little, is pritty ; 
Elſe why do Men ſay to a Creature of my Shape, 
So ſoon as they ſee him, it's a pretty little Ape ? 
And why a pretty Ape? but for pleafing Imitation 
Of greater Men's Actions, in a ridiculous Faſhion. 
Beſide, this feat Body of mine doth not crave [will have. 
Half the Meat, Drink, and Cloth, one of your Bulks 
Admit your FoeFs Face be the Mother of Laughter, 
Yet, for his Brain it muft always come after : 
And though that do feed him, it's a pitiful Cafe, . 
His Body is beholding to ſuch a bad Face. 
Vol. Who's there? my Couch, away, look, Nano, ſee: 
[One Knocks * 
Give me my Caps, firſt go, enquire: Now, Cupid, 


Send it by Moſea, and with fair Return. 
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Nan. It is the beauteous Madam — 

Volp. Wou'd-be— is it? Nan. The ſame. 

Volp. Now Torment on me; Squire here in: 
Far ſhe will enter, or dwell here for ever. 
Nay, quickly, that my Fit were paſt. I fear 
A — Hell too, that my loathing this 
Will quite expel my Appetite to the other: 

Would ſhe were taking now her tedious Leave. 
Lord how it threats me what J am to ſuffer. 
Laay, Volpone, Nano, Women 2. 

Lad. I thank you, good Sir. Pray you ſignify 
Unto your Patron, I am bere. This Band f 
Shews not my Neck enough (I trouble you, Sir, 
Let me requeſt you, bid one of my Women 
Come hither to me) in good Faith, I am Dreſt 


Moſt favourably, to Diy; it is no matter, 


"Tis well enough. Look, ſee, theſe petulant Things! 
How have they done this! Yo/p. I do feel the Fever 
Entering in at mine Ears; O, for a Charm, 

To fright ut hence. Lad. Come nearer: is this Curl. 

In its right Place? or this? why is this bigher 

Than all the reſt? you. ha' not waſh'd. your Eyes, yet? 
Or do they not ſtand even i your Head? 

Where's your Fellow ? call her. - Naz. Now St. Mark 


Deliver us; anon, ſhe'll beat her Women, 


Becauſe her Noſe is red. Lad. I pray you, view 
This Tire, forſooth: are all Things apt or no? 
Nom. One Hair, a little here, ſticks out, forſooth. 
Lad. Dos't ſo forſooth ? and where was your dcar Sight 
When it did ſo forſooth? what now? Bird-ey'd? 
And you too? pray you both approach, and mend it. 


Now (by that Light) I muſe, yo'are not aſham'd ! 


I, that have preach'd theſe Things, ſo oft, unto you,. 
Read. you the Principles, argu'd all the Grounds, 
Diſputed every Fitneſs, every Grace, ' i 
Call'd you to Counſel of ſo frequent Dreſſings —— 
(Nan. More carefully than of 
Lad. Made you acquainted, what an ample Dowry 


The Knowledge of theſe Things would be unto you, 
Able, alone, to get you Noble Huſbands 


At your return; and you. thus to negleR it? 
FBeſides, 


your Fame or Honour.) 
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zeſides, you ſeeing what a curious Nation 

Th' Italians are, what will they ſay of me? 

The Engliſb Lady cannot dreſs her ſelf; 

Here's a fine Imputation to our Country 

Well, go your ways, and ſtay i'the next Room. 
This Fucus was too courſe too, it's no matter. 
Good Sir, you'll give 'em Entertainment ?: 

Volp. The Storm comes towards me. 

Lad. How does my Yolp ? 

Volp. Troubled with Noiſe, I cannot ſleep ; I dreamt 
That a ſtrange Fury entred, now, my Houſe, 

And,. with the dreadful Tempeſt of her Breath, 
Did cleave my Roof aſunder. Lad. Believe me, and I 
Had the moſt fearful Dream, could I remember 't—— 

Volp. Out on my Fate; I ha' given her the Occaſion 
How to torment me: ſhe will tell me her's. 

Lad. Methought, the golden Mediocrity 
Polite, and delicate Volp. O, if you do love me, 
No more; I ſweat, and ſuffer, at the Mention 
Of any Dream: Feel how I tremble yet: 

Lad. Alas, good Soul! the Paſſion of the Heart. 
Seed-pearl were good now, boil'd with Syrup of Apples, 
Tincture of Gold, and Corral, Cittron-Pills, 

Your Elicampane Root, Myrobalanes ——- 

Volp. Ay me, I have ta'nea Graſs-hopper by the Wing. 

Lad. Burnt Silk and Amber, you have Muſcadel 
Good i'the Houſe— Volp. Youwill not drink, and part? 

Lad. No, fear not that; I doubt, we ſhall not get | 
Some Engliſb Saffron (half a Dram would ſerve) 

Your fixteen Cloves, a little Muſk, dry'd Mints, 
Bugloſs, and Barley-meal Volp. She's in again; 
Before I feign'd Diſeaſes, now I have one. 

Lad. And theſe apply'd with a right Scarlet Cloth— 

Volp. Another Flood of Words! a very Torrent! 

Lad. Shall I, Sir, make you a Poultiſe ? | 

Folp. No, no, no, | 
I'm very well: you need preſcribe no more. 

Lad. I have a little ſtudied Phyſick; but now, 

I'm all for Muſick, ſave i' the Forenoons, 
An Hour or two for Painting. I would have 
A Lady, indeed, t have all, Letters, and Arts, 
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Be able to diſcourſe, to write, to paint, 
But principal (as Plato holds) your Muſick 
(And ſo does wiſe Pythagoras, I take it) 
Is your true Rapture; when there is Conſent _ 
In Face, in Voice, and Clothes: and is indeed, 
Our Sex's chiefeſt Ornament. Vol. The Poet, 
As old in time as Plato, and as knowing, 
Says that our higheſt Female Grace is Silence. 
Lad. Which o' your Poets? Petrarch? orTafſo? or Dante“ 
Cuerrini? Arigſo? Aretine? | | 
Cieco di Hadria ? I have read them all. 
Valp. Is every thing a Cauſe to my Deſtruction? 
Lad. I think, I ha'two or three of em about me! 
Volp. The Sun; the Sea, will ſooner both ſtand ſtill, 
Than her eternal Tongue! nothing can ſcape it. 
Lad. Here's Paſtor Fido | 
Volp. Profeſs obſtinate Silence; 
That's now my ſafeſt. Lad. All our Engliſb Writers, 
I mean ſuch as are happy in th' Lalian, 
Will deign to ſteal out of this Author, mainly; 
Almoſt as much, as from Mzoztaigne : 
He has ſo modern and facile a Vein, . 
Fitting the Time, and catching the Court-ear; : 
Your Petrarch is more paſſionate, yet he, 
In Days of ſonnetting, truſting em with much: 
Dante is hard, and few can underſtand him. 
But, for a deſperate Wit, there's Aretiue“ 
Only, his Pictures are a little obſcene ——-—— 
You mark me not? Volp. Alas, my Mind's perturb'd. 
Lad. Why, in ſuch Caſes, we muſt cure our ſelves, 
Make uſe of our Philoſophy— Folp. O'ye me. 
Lad. And, as we find our Paſſions do rebel, 
Encounter em with Reafon ; or divert em, 
By giving Scope unto ſome other Humour 
Of leſſer Danger: as, in politick Bodies, | 
There's nothing, more, doth over-whelm the judgment, 
And cloud the Underftanding, than too much 
Settling, and fixing, and (as 'twere) ſubſiding 
Upon one Object. For the incorporating 
Of theſe ſame outward Things, into that part, 
Which we call mental, leaves ſome certain feces, * 
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That ſtop the Organs, and, as Pla to ſays, 4 
Aſſaſſinates our Knowledge. Volp. Now, the Spirit 1 
Of Patience help me. Lad. Come, in faith, I muſt 
Viſit you more adays; and make you well: 
Laugh and be luſty. Volp. My good Angels ſave me. 
Lad. There was but one ſole Man in all the World, 
With whom I e'er could ſympathize; and he 
Would lye you often, three, four Hours together, 
To hear me ſpeak : and be (ſometime) ſo wrapt, 
As he would anſwer me quite from the Purpoſe, 
Like you, and you are like him, juſt. I'll diſcourſe 
(An't be but only, Sir, to bring you aſleep) 
How we did ſpend our Time and Loves together, 
For ſome fix Years. Volp. Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh. 
Lad. For we were coetanei, and brought u — 
Volp. Some Power, ſome Fate, ſome Fortune reſcue me. 
| Moſca, Lady, Volpone. | 
Moſ. God fave you, Madam. Lad. Good Sir. 
Valp. Moſca ? welcome, 
Welcome to my Redemption. — Why Sir? Vol. Oh, 
Rid me of this my Torture, quickly, there ; 
My Madam, with the everlaſting Voice : 
The Bells, in time of Peſtilence, ne'er made 
Like Noiſe, or were in that perpetual Motion ! 
The Cock-pit comes not near it. All my Houſe, 
But now, ſteam'd like a Bath, with her thick Breath. 
A Lawyer could not have been heard ; nor ſcarce 
Another Woman; ſuch a Hail of Words 
She has let fall. For Hell's ſake, rid her hence. 
Mo/. Has ſhe preſented? Yolp. O, I do not care. 
II take her Abſence, upon any Price, 
With any Loſs. | 
Me. Madam Lad. J ha' brought your Patron 
A Toy, a Cap here, of mine own Work 
Mof. "Tis well, 
I had forgot to tell you, I ſaw your Knight, 

Where yo.1'd little think it | 
Lad. Where? Mof. Marry, ; 
Where yet, if you make haſte, you may apprehend him, 
Rowing upon the Water in a Gondole, | 
Wich the moft cunning Curtizan of Venice. 
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Lad. Ist true? Moaſ. Purſue em and believe your Eyz;; 
Leave me, to make your Gift. I knew 'twould take. 
For ughtly, they that uſe themſelves moſt Licence, 
Are ſtill moſt jealous. Yolp. Moſca, hearty Thanks, 
For thy quick Fiction and Delivery of me. 
Now, to my Hopes, what ſayſt thou? 
Lad. But do you hear, Sir | 
Volp. Again! I fear a Paroxi/m. Lad. Which Way 
Row'd they together? M. Toward the Rialto. 
Lad. I pray you lend me your Dwarf. 
N. I pray you, take him. | 
Your Hopes, Sir, are like happy Bloſſoms, fair, 
And promiſe timely Fruit, if you will ftay 
But the maturing ; keep you at your Couch, 
Corbaccio will arrive ftrait, with the Will: 
When he is gone, I'll tell you more. Yelp. My Blood, 
My Spirits are return'd; I am alive: 
And like your wanton Gameſter, at Primero, 
Whoſe Thought had whiſper'd to him, not go leſs, 
Me thinks I lye, and draw—for an Encounter. 
Moſca, Bonario. 
My/. Sir, here conceal'd you may hear all. But pray you 
Have Patience, Sir; the ſame's your Father, knocks, 
| [One knocks, 
I am compell'd to leave you; Bon. Do ſo. Yet, 
Cannot my Thought imagine this a Truth, | 
Moſca, Corwino, Celia, Bonario, Volpone. (you! 
Mo/.Death.on me] you are come too foon, what meaii 
Did not I ſay, I would ſend. Corw.. Yes, but I fear'd 
You might forget it, and then they prevent us. 
Mof. Prevent? did e' er Man haſte ſo for his Horns? 
A Courtier would not ply it ſo for a Place. 
Well, now there's no helping it, ſtay here ;. 
F'll preſently return: Corw. Where are you, Celia? 
You know not wherefore I have brought you hither? 


Cel. Not well, except you told me. Corw. Now I will: 


Hark hither. Mo/. Sir, your Father hath ſent Word, 


It will be half an Hour ere he come; 
And therefore, if you pleaſe to walk the while. 
Into that Gallery at the upper End, 


- 
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There are fome Books, to entertain the Time : 
And I'll take care, no Man ſhall come unto you, Sir. 
- Bon. Yes I will ſtay there; I do doubt this Fellow. 

Mo/. There, he is far encugh ; he can hear nothing: 
And, for his Father, I can keep him off. 

Cor. Nay, now, there is no ſtarting back; and there 
Reſolve upon it: I have ſo decreed (fore, 
It muſt be done. Nor, would I move't afore, 
Becauſe I would avoid all Shifts and Tricks, 

That might deny me. Cel. Sir, let me beſeech you, 
Aﬀect not theſe ſtrange Trials; if you doubt 
My Chaſtity, why lock me up, for ever: 
Make me the Heir of Darkneſs. Let me live, 
Where I may pleaſe your Fears, if not your Truſt.] 
Corv. Believe it, J have no ſuch Humour, I: 
All that I ſpeak, I mean ; yet I am not mad: 
Not Horn-mad, fee you? Go too, ſhew your ſelf 
Obedient, and a Wife. Cel. O Heaven! Corv. I ſay it. 
Do ſo. Cel. Was this the Train ? 33 
Cory, I've told you Reaſons; 
What the Phyſicians have ſet down; how much, 
It may concern me ; what my Engagements are; 
My Means; and the Neceffity of thoſe Means, 
For my Recovery : wherefore, if you be 
Loyal, and mine, be won; reſpe& my Venture. 

Cel. Before your Honour? Coro, Honour? tat, a breath; 
There's no ſuch Thing, in Nature: a meer Term 
Invented to awe Fools. What is my Gold 
The worſe for touching? Cloths for being look'd on? 
Why, this's no more. An old decrepit Wretch, 

That has-no Senſe, no Sinew ; takes his Meat 

With others Fingers; only knows to gape, 

When you do ſcald his Gums; a Voice; a Shadow; 
And what! can this Man hurt you? Cel. Lord ! what Spirit 
Is this hath entered him? Cor. And for your Fame, 
That's ſuch a Jig ; as if I would go tell it, 

Cry it on the Piaxxa / who ſhall know it; 

But he that cannot ſpeak: it, and this Fellow, 
Whoſe Lips are i'my Pocket? ſave your ſelf, 

If you preclaim't, you may. I know no other, 
Should come to know it. 8 Ga 
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Cel. Are Heaven, and Saints then nothing ? 
Will they be blind or ſtupid ? 

Corv. How ? Cel. Good Sir, 


Be jealous ftill, emulate them: and think 
What Hate they burn with toward every Sin. 


Corw. I grant you: If I thought it were a Sin, Cr 

I would not urge you. Should I offer this T 
To ſome young Frenchman, or hot Tu/can Blood, Li 
That had read Aretine, conn'd all his Prints, Yi 
Knew every Quirk within Luſt's Labyrinth, W 
And were proteſt Critick in Lechery ; A 
And I would look up on him, and applaud him, 80 
This were a Sin: but here, tis contrary, v 
A pious Work, meer Charity for Phyſick, | A 
And honeſt Folity, to aſſure mine own. N 


Cel. O Heaven! canſt thou ſuffer ſuch a Change? 
Volp. Thou art my Honour, Moſca, and my Pride, 
My Joy, my Tickling, my Delight! Go, bring em. 7 
Mof. Pleaſe you draw near, Sir. Cory. Come on, what — (( 
You will not be rebellious ? by that Light \ 
Mof. Sir, Signior Corwin, here, is come to ſee you. 0 
Yolp. Oh-! Meſ. And hearing of the Conſultation had, 1 1 
So lately, for your Health, is come to offer, \ 
Or rather, Sir, to proſtitute m x 
Cora Thanks, — Moſca. | 
M/. (As the true fervent Inſtance of his Love) 
His own moſt fair and proper Wife; the Beauty, 
Only of Price, in Yenice— Corv. "Tis well urg d. 
My/. To be your Comfortreſs, and to preſerve you. 
Volp. Alas, I am paſt already! pray you, thank him 
For his good Care and Promptneſs ; but for that, 
*Tis a vain Labour e'en to fight *gainſt Heaven; 
Applying Fire to a Stone : (uh, uh, uh, uh) 
Making a dead Leaf grow again. I take 
His Wiſhes gently, though; and you may tell him, 
What I have done for him: marry, my State is hopeleſs ! 
Will him to pray for me; and t'uſe his Fortune, 
With Reverence when he comes to't. 
Mo/. Do you hear, Sir? | 
Go to him, with your Wife. Corw. Heart of my Father 
Wilt thou perſiſt thus? come, I pray thee, come. þ 
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hou ſeeſt tis nothing Celia. By this Hand, 
I ſhall grow violent. Come, do't, I ſay. 

Cel. Sir, kill me, rather: I will take down Poyſon, 
Eat burning Coals, do any 'Thing——Corv. Be damn'd. 
(Heart) I will drag thee hence, Home, by the Hair ; 
Cry thee a Strumpet through the Streets ; rip up 
Thy Mouth, unto thine Ears; and lit thy Noſe, 

Like a raw Rotchet——Do not tempt me, come. 
Yield, Iam loth——(Death) I will buy ſome Slave, 
Whom I will kill, and bind thee to him, alive; 

And at my Window hang you forth : deviſing 
Some monſtrous Crime, which I, in Capital Letters, 
Will eat into thy Fleſh with Aguafortis, 

And burning Cor'fives, on this ſtubborn Breaſt. 
Now, by the Blood thou haft incens'd, I'll do't. 

Cel. Sir, what you pleaſe, you may, I am your Martyr, 

Cory. Be not thus obſtinate, I ha' not deſerv'd it: 
Think who it is intreats you. Pr'ythee, Sweet ; 

(Good Faith) thou ſhalt have Jewels, Gowns, Attires, 
What thou wilt think, and aſk. Do but go kiſs him, 
Or touch him, but. For my ſake. At my Suit. 

This once. No? not? I ſhall remember this. 

Will you diſgrace me, thus? do you thirſt my undoing ? 

N. Nay, gentle Lady, be advis d. Corw. No, no, 
She has watch'd her Time. God's precious, this is ſkirvy, 
"Tis very ſkirvy : and you are—— M/ Nay, good Sir. 

Cory, An arrant Locuſt, by Heaven, a Locuſt. Whore, 
Crocodile, that haſt thy Tears prepar'd, 

Expecting, how thou'lt bid em low. Me/. Nay, pray 
you, Sir, 

She will conſider. Cel Would my Life would ſerve 

To ſatisfy. Corw. (S'death) if ſhe would but ſpeak to him, 

And fave my Reputation, twere ſomewhat ; 

But, ſpightfully to affect my utter Ruin. 

M/. . now you have put your Fortune in her Hands. 

Why, i'faith, it is her Modeſty, I muſt quit her; 

If you were abſent ſhe would be more coming; 

I know it: and dare undertake for her. 

What. Woman can before her Huſband? pray you, 

Let us depart, and leave her here. Corw. Sweet Celia, 
Thou may'ſt redeem all, yet; Pl] ſay no more: | 
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If not, eſteem yourſelf as loſt. Nay, ſtay there. 
Cel. O God, and his good Angels! whither, whither 
Is Shame fled human Breaſts ? that with ſuch Eaſe, 
Men dare put off your Honours, and their own ? 
Is that, which ever was a Cauſe of Life, 
Now plac'd beneath the baſeſt Circumſtance ? 
And Modeſty an Exile made, for Money? 
Yelp. I, in Corwino, and ſuch Earth-fed Minds, 
[ He leaps off from his Couch. 
That never taſted the true Heav'n of Love. 
Aſſure thee, Celia, he that would ſell thee, 
Only for Hope of Gain, and that uncertain, 
He would have fold his Part of Paradiſe 
For ready Money, had he met a Cope-man. 
Why art thou maz'd, to ſee me thus reviv'd ? 
Rather applaud thy Beauty's Miracle ; | 
Tis thy great Work: that hath, not now alone, 
But ſundry Times, rais'd me, in ſeveral Shapes ; 
And but this Morning, like a Mountebank, 
'To ſee thee at thy Window. I, before 
I would have left my Practice, for thy Love, 
In 8 Figures, I would have contended .. 
With the blue Proteus, or the horned Flood. * 
Now art thou welcome. Cel. Sir! Yo/p. Nay, fly me not, 
Nor, let thy falſe Imagination | 
That I was Bed-rid, make thee think, I am fo: 
Thou ſhalt not find it. I am, now, as freſh, 
As hot, as high, and in as jovial Plight, 
As when (in that ſo celebrated Scene, 
At Recitation of our Comedy, 
For Entertainment of the great Yaloys) 
I ated young Antinous; and attracted 
The Eyes and Ears of all the Ladies preſent, 
17” admire each graceful Geſture, Note, and Foeting. 


SONG. 
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85 my Celia, let us prove, 
While we can, the Sports of Love; 
Time will not be ours for ever, 


He, at length, our Good Will ſever ; 
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The FOX. 
Spend not then his Gifts in vain, 
Suns, that ſet, may riſe again: 
But if once we loſe this Tight, 
Tis with us perpetual Night. 
Why ſhould we defer our Joys? 
Fame and Rumour are but Toys. 
Can not we delude the Eyes 
Of a few poor Houſhold-ſpies ? 
Or his eaſier Ears beguile, 
Thus'removed by our Wile ? 
"Tis no Sin Love's Fruits to ſteal ; 
But the ſwect Thefts to reveal, 
To be taken, to be ſeen, | 
Theſe have Crimes accounted been. 

Cel. Some Sirene blaſt me, of dire Lightning ftrike 

This my offending Face. Yo/p. Why drogps my Celia ? 

Thou haſt in Place of a baſe Hufband, found 

A worthy Lover: uſe thy Fortune well, 

With Secrecy and Pleaſure. See, behold, 

What thou art Queen of; not in Expectation, 

As I feed others: but poſleſs'd and crown'd. 

See, here, a Rope of Pearl, and each, more Orient 

Than that the brave Ægyptian Queen carous d: 

Diſſolve and drink em. See, a Carbuncle, 


— 


May put out both the Eyes of our St. Mark ; 


A Diamond would have bought Lollia Paulina, 
When ſhe came in like Star-light, hid with Jewels, 
That were the Spoils of Provinces ; take theſe, 
And wear, and loſe em: yet remains an-Ear-ring 
To purchaſe them again, and this whole State. 
A Gem but worth a private Patrimony, 
Is nothing: we will eat ſuch at a Meal. ; 
The Heads of Parrots, Tongues of Nightingales, 
The Brains of Pezcocks, and of Oſtriches 
Shall be our Food: and could we get the Phcenix, 
(Though Nature loſt her Kind) ſhe were our Diſh. 

Cel. Good Sir, theſe Things might movea Mind affected 
With ſuch Delights; but I, whoſe Innocence 
Is all I ean think wealthy, or worth the enjoying, 
And which once loſt, I have nought to Toſe beyond it, 
Cannot be taken with =_ ſenſual Baits: 3 

2 
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IF you have Conſcience - Volp. Tis the Beggar's Virtue; 
If thou haſt Wiſdom, hear me, Celia, 
Thy Baths ſhall be the Juice of July Flowers, 
Spirit of Roſes, and of Violets, 
The Milk of Unicorns, and Panthers Breath 
Gather'd in Bags, and mix'd with Cretan Wines, 
Our Drink ſhall be prepared Gold and Amber; 
Which we will take, until my Roof whirl round 
With the Yertiga: and my Dwarf ſhall dance, 
My Eunuch fing, my Fool make up the Antick, 
Whilſt we, in changed Shapes, act Ovid's Tales, 
Thou like Europa now, and I like Jove, 
Then I like Mars, and thou like Erycine : 
So, of the reſt, till we have quite run through, 
And wearied all the Fables of the Gods. 
'Then will I have thee in more modern Forms, 
Attired like fome ſprightly Dame of France, 
Brave Tuſcan Lady, or proud Spaniſh Beauty ;© 
Sometimes, unto the Perſian Sophy's Wife; 
Or the Grand Signor's Miſtreſs ; and, for Change, 
To one of our moſt artful Courtezans, 
Or ſome quick Negro, or cold Rufian; 
And I will meet thee in as many Shapes: 
Where we may ſo transfuſe our wand'ring Souls, 
Out at our Lips, and ſcore up Sums of Pleaſures, 
That the curious ſhall not know 
 - How to tell them, as they flow; 
And the Envious, when they find 
What their Number is, be pin l. 

Cel. If you have Ears that will be pierc'd ; or Eyes, 
That can be open'd ; a Heart may be touch'd; 
Or any Part that yet ſounds Man about you : 

If you have touch of Holy Saints, or Heaven, 
Do me the Grace to let me ſcape. If not, 
Be bountiful-and kill me. You do know, 

I am a Creature, hither ill betray'd, 

mY one, whole Shame I would forget it were; 

you will deign me neither of theſe Graces, 
Yet feed your Wrath, Sir, rather than your Luſt ; 
(It is a Vice comes nearer Man lineſs) 


And puniſh that unhappy Crime of Nature, 
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Which you miſcal my Beauty : Flea my Face, 
Or Poyſon it, with Ointments, for ſeducing 
Your Blood to this Rebellion. Rub theſe Hands, 
With what may cauſe an eating Leproſy, 
E'en to my Bones and Marrow : any Thing, 
That may disfayour me, fave in my Honour; 
. And I will kneel to you, pray for you, pay down 
A thouſand hourly Vows, Sir, for your Health, 
Report, and think you Virtuous Vp. Think me cold, 
Frozen and impotent, and ſo report me? | 
That I had Neftor's Hernia ; thou wouldſt think, 
Ido degenerate, and abuſe my Nation, 
To play with Opportunity thus long : | 
I ſhould have done the Act, and then have parly'd, 
Yield, or I'll force thee. Cel. O ! juſt God. Volp. In vain 
Bon. Forbear, foul Raviſher, libidinous Swine, 

Free the forc'd Lady, or thou dy'ſt, Impoſtor. 

[ He leaps out from where Moſca had placed him. 
But that I am loth to ſnatch the Puniſhment : 
Out of the Hand of Juſtice, thou ſhouldſt, yet, 
Be made the timely Sacrifice of Vengeance, 
Before this Altar, and this Droſs, thy Idol. 
Lady, let's quit the Place, it is the Den 
Of Villainy ; fear nought, you have a Guard: 
And he, e're long, ſhall meet his. juſt Reward. 

Volp. Fall on me, Roof, and bury me in Ruin; 
Become my Grave, that wert my Shelter. O 
I am unmaſk'd, unſpirited, undone. | 

Betray'd to Beggary, to Infamy 
| Moſca, Yaolpone. 

Meſ. Where ſhall I run, moſt wretched Shame of Men, 
To beat out my unlucky Brains. Folp. Here, here. 
What! doſt thou bleed? Moſ. O that his well driv'n Sword 
Had been ſo covetous to have cleft me down 
Unto the Navel, e'er I liv'd to ſee 
My Life, my Hopes, my Spirits, my Patron, all 
Thus deſperately engaged, by my Error. 


Yolp. Wo on thy Fortune. /. And my Follies, Sir, 


Volp. Th'ſhaſt made me miſerable. Me/. And my ſelf, Sir. 
Who would have thought he would have hearkned ſo ? 

Yolp, What ſhall we do? Mo. I know not, if my Heart 
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Could expiate the Miſchance, I'd pluck it out. 
Will you be pleas'd'to hang me, or cut my Throat ? 
And I'll requite you, Sir. Let's die like Romans, 
Since we have liv'd like Grectans. 
Volp. Hark, who's there? They knock without. 
J hear ſome Footing ; Officers, the Sa, 
Come to apprehend us; I do feel the Brand 
Hiſſing already at my Forehead ; now | 
Mine Ears are boring. M/. To your Couch, Sir, you. 
Make that Place good however. Guilty Men 
Suſpect what they deſerve ſtill. Signior Corbaccts ! 
Corbaecio, Meoſca, Voltore, Volpone. 
Corb. Why, how now, Moſta ? 
Me. O, undone, amaz'd, Sir! 
Vour Son (I know not by what Accident) 
Acquainted with your Purpoſe to my Patron, 
Touching your Will, and making him your Heir, 
Enter'd our Houſe with Violence, his Sword drawn, 
Sought for you, call'd you Wretch, unnatural, 
Vow'd he would kill you. 
Corb, Me? 'Mof. Yes, and my Patron. 
| _ Corb. This Act ſhall diſinherit him indeed: 
Here is the Will. Me/. Tis well, Sir. Corb. Right and well. 
Be you as careful now for me. Me, My Life, Sir, 
Is not more tender'd. I am only yours. 


Corb. How does he? will he die ſhortly, think'ſt thou? 


/. 1 fear, he'll out- laſt Maß. 

Corb. To Day? Mef. No, laft out May, Sir. 
Corb. Could'ſt thou not gi him a Dram ?. 

M/. O, by no means, Sir. 


Ciorb. Nay, I'll not bid you. Yo/t. This is a Knave, I 


Mof. How, Signior Yeltore! Did he hear me? (ſee. 
Polt. Parafite. ml 
Me. Who's that? O, Sir, moſt timely welcome 
Holt. Scarce, to the Diſcovery of your Tricks, I fear. 
You are his only? and mine alſo? are you not?. 

Moſ. Who? I, Sir! Volt. You, Sir. What Device is this 
About a Will! ½%/ A Plot for you, Sir. Volt. Come, 
Put not your Foiſts upon me; I {cent em. 

Me. Did you not if it? 
211. Yes, I Corbaccio. : 
Fo » I hear, cio. Hath 
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Hath made your Patron there his Heir. Mo/. Tis true, 

By my Device, drawn to it by my Plot. 

With hope Volt. Your Patron ſhould reciprocate ? 

And you have promis'd ?: Me.. For your good, I did, Sir. 

Nay more, I told his Son, brought, hid him here, 

Where he might hear his Father paſs the Deed; 

Being perſwaded to it by this Thought, Sir, 

That LE firſt, of the Act, 

And then his Father's oft diſclaiming in him, 

(Which I did mean thelp on) would ſure enrage him, 

To do ſome Violence upon his Parent, | | 

On which the Law ſhould take ſufficient hold, 

And you be ſtated in a double Hope: 

Truth be my Comfort, and my Conſcience, 

My only Aim was to dig you a Fortune | 

Out of theſe two old rotten Sepulchres — 

Volt. I cry thee Mercy, Maſca.) | wt 

Tf. Worth your Patience, 0 

And your great Merit, Sir. And ſee the Change 1 
Volt. Why, what Succeſs? 25 hs 
Me. Moſt hapleſs! you muſt help, Sir. 1. 

Whilſt we expected th' old Raven, in comes #1 

Car uinos Wife, ſent hither by her Huſband my 
Volt. What, with a Preſent ?- 6 
Mo/. No, Sir, on Viſitation -- 

(I'll tell you how anon) and ſtaying long, 

The Youth he grows impatient, ruſhes forth, 

Seizeth the Lady, wounds me, makes her ſwear: 

(Or he would murder her, that was his Vow) 

Taffirm my Patron to have done her Rape: 

Which how unlike it is, you ſee ; and hence 

With that Pretext he's gone t' accuſe his Father, 

Defame my Patron, defeat you 
Volt. Where's her Huſband ?- 

Let him be ſent for ſtreight. M/. Sir, I'll go fetch him. 
Volt. Bring him to the Scratino. Mo/. Sir, I will. 
Volt. This muſt be ftop't. Me. O, you do nobly, Sir. 

Alas, *twas labour'd all, Sir, for your Good; 

Nor was there want of Counſel in the Plot: 

But Fortune can, at any Time, o'er-throw _ 0 

The Projects of a hundred Learned Clerks, Sir. 
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Corb. What's that ? 

Volt. Will't pleaſe you, Sir, to go along? 
Mo ſ. Patron, go in, and pray for your Succeſs. 
Volp. Need makes Devotion: Heavens your Labour ble; 


— — 


OE” REY. SCENE” TI. 
Politick, Peregrine. 


Pol. T Told you, Sir, it was a Plot; you ſee 
I What Obſervation is. You mention'd me 

For ſome Inſtructions : J will tell you, Sir, 
(Since we are met here in this Height of Venice) 
Some few Particulars I have ſet down, 

Only for this Meridian, fit to be known 

Of your crude Traveller ; and they are theſe. 

I will not touch, Sir, at your Phraſe, or Clothes, 
For they are old. Per. Sir, I have better. Pal. Pardon, 
I meant, as they are Themes. Per. O, Sir, proceed: 
III ſlander you no more of Wit, good Sir. 

Pol. Firſt, ſor your Garb, it muſt be grave and ferious, 

Very reſerv'T and lock'd ; not tell a Secret 

On any Terms, not to your Father ; ſcarce 

A Fable, but with Caution: Make fure Choice 

Both of your Company, and Diſcourſe ; beware 
Younever ſpeak a Truth--Per. How? Pol. Not to Strangers, 
For thoſe be they you muſt converfe with moſt: 

Others I would not know, Sir, but at Diſtance, 

So as I ſtill might be a Saver in em: | 

You ſhall have Tricks elſe paſs'd upon you Hourly. 
And then, for your Religion, profeſs none, 

But wonder at the Diverſity of all; 

And, for your Part, proteft, were there no other 
But ſimply the Laws of th' Land, you could content you. 
Nic. Machiave!, and Monfieur Bodine, both 
Were of this Mind. Then muſt you learn the Uſe 
And handling of your Silver Fork at Meals, 

The Metal of your Glaſs : (theſe are main Matters 
With your Talian) and to know the Hour | 
When you muſt eat your Melons and your Figs. - 
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Per. Is that a Point of State too? Pol. Here it is: 
For your Venetian if he ſee a Man 
Prepoſt'rous in the leaſt, he has him trait ; 
He has; he ſtrips him. I'll acquaint you, Sir, 
I now have liv here ('tis ſome fourteen Months) 
Within the firſt Week of my landing here, 
All took me for a Citizen of Venice, 
I knew the Forms ſo well Per. And nothing elſe. 
Pol. IJ had read Contarene, took me a Houſe, 
Dealt with my Fewvs to furniſh it with Moveables 
Well, if I could but find one Man. One Man | 
To mine own Heart, whom I durſt truſt, I would 
Per. What? what, Sir? 
Pol. Make him rich; make him a Fortune: 
He ſhould not think again. I would command it. 
Per. As how? Pol. With certain Projects that I have, 
Which I may not diſcover. Pe. If I had 
But one to wager with, I would lay Odds now, 
He tells me inſtantly. Pol. One is, (and that 
I care not greatly who knows) to ſerve the State 
Of Yenice with red Herrings for three Years, _ 
And at a certain Rate, from Rotterdam, 
Where I have Correſpondence. There's a Letter. 
Sent me from one o'th' States, and to that Purpoſe ; 
He cannot write his Name, but that's his Mark. 
Per. He is a Chandler. Pol. No, a Cheeſemonger. 
There are ſome others too, with whom I treat 
About the ſame Negotiation; . 
And I will undertake it: For, 'tis thus, 
III do't with Eaſe, I have caſt it all: Your Hoy 
Carries but three Men in her, and. a Boy; 
And ſhe ſhall make me three Returns a Year : 
SO if there come but One of Three, I fave; 
If two, I can Defalk : But this is now, 
If my main Project fail. Per. Then you have others ? 
Po]. I would be loth to draw the ſubtil Air 
Of ſuch a Place, without my thouſand Aims. 
I'll not diſſemble, Sir, where · e er I come, 
I love to be conſiderative; and, tis true, 
I have at my free Hours thought upon 
Some certain Goods unto the State of Venic ,,, Y 
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Which I do call my Cautions ; and, Sir, which 

I mean (in hope of Penſion) to propound 

To the Great Council, then unto the Forty, 

So to the Ten. My Means are made already 

Per. By whom ? | | 

Pol. Sir, that though his Place b' obſcure, 

Yet he can ſway, and they will hear him. He's 
A Commandadore. Per. What a common Serjeant ? 

Pol. Sir, ſuch as they are, put it in'their Mouths, 
What they ſhould ſay, fometimes, as well as greater. 

I think I have my Notes to ſhew you Per. Good Sir, 

Poel. But you ſhall ſwear unto me, on your Gentry, 
Not to anticipate=— Per. I, Sir? Pol. Nor reveal 
A Circumſtance=——My Paper is not with me. | 
Per. O, but you can remember, Sir. Pol. My firſt is 
Concerning Tinder-Boxes. You muſt know, 

No Family is here without its Box. 

Now, Sir, it being ſo portable a Thing, 

Put caſe, that you or I were ill affected 

Unto the State, Sir, with it in our Pocket, 
Might not I go into the 4r/enal, 

Or you, come out again, and none the wiſer ? 

Per. Except yourſelf, Sir. Pol. Go to then. I therefore 
Advertiſe to the State, how fit it were, 

'That none but ſuch as were known Patriots, 
Sound Lovers of their Country, ſhould be ſuffer'd 
T' enjoy them in their Houſes ; and even thoſe 
Seal'd at ſome Office, and at ſuch a Bigneſs 

As might not lurk in Pockets. Per. Admirable ! 

Pol. My next is, how t' enquire, and be reſolv'd, 
By preſent Demonſtration, whether a Ship, | 
Newly arrived from Soria, or from 
Any ſuſpected Part of all the Levant, 

Be guilty of the Plague: And where they uſe 

To he out forty, fifty Days ſometimes, 

About the Lazaretto, for their Trial, 

I'll fave that — and Loſs unto the Merchant, 
And in an Hour clear the Doubt. Per. Indeed, Sir? 

Pol. Or =—— | will loſe my Labour. 

Per. My faith, that's much. 

Pol. Nay, Sir, conceive me. Twill coſt me, in n 
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Some thirty Livres.—Per. Which is one Pound Sterling. 

Pol. Beſide my Water-works : For this I do, Sir. 
Firſt, I bring in your Ship 'twixt two Brick-walls ; 

(But thoſe the State ſhall venture) on the one 

I ſtrain me a fair Tarpaulin, and in that 

I ſtick my Onions, cut in halfs ; the other 

Is full of Loop-holes, out at which I thruſt 
The Noſes of my Bellows ; and thoſe Bellows 

I keep, with Water-works, in perpetual Motion, 
(Which is the eaſieſt Matter of a Hundred.) 
Now, Sir, your Onion, which coth naturally 
Attract th' Infection, and your Bellows blowing 
The Air upon him, will ſhew (inſtantly) 

By his chang'd Colour, if there be Contagion, 
Or elſe remain as fair as at the firſt. 

Now tis known, tis nothing. Per. You are right, Sir. 

Pol. I would I had my Note. Per. Faith, ſo would I: 
But you ha' done well for once, Sir. Pol. Were! falſe, 
Or would be made ſo, I could ſhew you Reaſons 
How I could ſell this State now to the Txr4, 

Spite of their Gallies, or their—Per. Pray you, Sir Pol. 

Pal. T have em not about me. Per. That I fear'd. 
They are there, Sir. Pol. No, this is my Diary, 
Wherein I note my Actions of the Day. 

Per. Pray you, let's ſee, Sir. What is here? Nota dum, 
A Rat had gnawn my Spur-leathers; notwithſtanding, - 
put on new, and did go forth: but firſt 
I threw three Beans over the Threſhold. Item, 

I went and bought two Tooth-picks, whereof one 
I burſt immediately, in a Diſcourſe 
With a Dutch Merchant, bout Ragion del Stato. 
From him I went, and paid a Moccinigo | 
For piecing my Silk Stockings ; by the way 
I cheapen'd Sprats; and at St. Mar#'s I urin'd. 
Faith, theſe are Politick Notes! Pol. Sir, I do ſlip 
No Action of my Life thus, but I quote it. 
Per. Believe me, it is wiſe! Pol Nay, Sir, read forth. 
Lady, Nano, Women, Politich, Peregrine. 

Lad. Where ſhould this looſe Knight be trow? Sure he's 

Nan. Why, then he's fall. (hous'd. 

Lad. I, he plays both with me; h 
I pray you ſtay. This Heat will do more harm To 
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To my Complexion, than his Heart is worth. 
(I do not care to hinder, but to take him) 
How it comes off! om. My Maſter's yonder. Lad. Where! Mt * 

Non. With a young Gentleman. | 
Lad. That ſame's the Party 
In Man's Apparel. *Pray you, Sir, jog my Knight: | 
J will be tender to his Reputation, . 
However he demerit. Pol. My Lady! Per. Where? | 
Pol. Tis ſhe indeed, Sir; you ſhall know her. She is, IM | 

Were ſhe not mine, a Lady of that Merit, 

For Faſhion and Behaviour; and for Beauty 
I durſt compare — Per. It ſeems you are not jealous, 

That dare commend her. Pol. Nay, and for Diſcourfe— ; 

Per. Being your Wife, ſhe cannot miſs that. Pol. Madam, 

Here is a Gentleman, pray you uſe him fairly; 

He ſeems a Youth, but he is— Lad. None. Pol. Yes, one 

Has put his Face as ſoon unto the World 

Lad. You mean, as early? but to Day? Pol. How's this! 
Lad. Why in this Habit, Sir, you apprehend me. 

Well, Maſter Von d-be, this doth not become you; 

I had thought, the Odour, Sir, of your good Name 

Had been more precious to you ; that you would not 
Have done this dire Maſſacre on your Honour ; 

One of your Gravity, and Rank beſides! 

But Knights, I ſee, care little for the Oath 

They make to Ladies; chiefly, their own Ladies. 

Pol. Now, by my Spurs, (the Symbol of myKnighthood) 
(Per. Lord, how his Brain is humbled for an Oath!) 
Pol. J reach you not. Lad. Right, Sir, your Politie 

May bear it through thus. Sir, a Word with you, 

I would be loth to conteſt publickly 

With any Gentlewoman, or to ſeem 

Froward, or violent, (as the Courtier ſays) 

It comes too near Ruſticity in a Lady, 

Whieh I would ſhun by all Means; and however 

I may deſerve from Maſter Wou'd-be, yet 
T' have one fair Gentlewoman thus be made 
The unkind Inſtrument to wrong another, 

And one ſhe knows not, I, and to perſevere; 

In my poor Judgment, is not warranted 
From being a Solæciſin in our Sex, 
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If not in Manners. Per. How is this! Pol. Sweet Madam, 
Come nearer to your Aim. Lad. Marry, and I will, Sir, | 
Since you provoke me with your Impudence, 
And Laughter of your Land-Syren here, 
Your Sporus, your Hermaphrodite.— Per. What's here? 
Poetick Fury, and Hiſtorick Storms ! 

Pol. The Gentleman, believe it, is of Worth, 

And of our Nation. Lad. I, your White-Fryars Nation! * 
Come, I bluſh for you Maſter Won Abe, I; © | 
And am aſham'd you ſhou'd ha* no more Forchead, 
Than thus to be the Patron, or Saint George, 
To a lewd Harlot, a baſe Cocatrice, 


A Female Devil, in a Male Out- ide. Pol. Nay,” 


An you be ſuch a one, I muſt bid Adieu 
To your Delights. The Caſe appears too liquid. 

Lad. I, you may carry't clear, with your State- face! *** 
But for your Carnival Concupiſcen cc 
Who here is fled for Liberty of Conſcience, | 
From furious Perſecution of the Marſhal, + * 
Her will I diſe'ple. Per. This is fine, i faith'b 0 
And do you uſe this often? Is this part * 
Of your Wit's Exerciſe, gainſt you have Oceakion? — 
Lad. Go to, Sir. N 

Per. Do you hear me, Lady? l,, ͥ 1 1, 
Why, if your Knight have ſet youl to 919 Shirts, We.) 
Or to invite me Home, you might! have done i it — 

A nearer Way by far. Lud. This canndt work-you „ 
Out of my Snare. Per. Why? am I th it; then?! 
Indeed your Huſband told me, you were fair, 
And ſo you are; only your Noſe inclines 
(That Side that's next ths Sun) to the Queen Apple. 
Lad. This cannot be endur d, by any Patience. 
Moſea; Lady, Peregrine. 

Mo/. What's the Matter, Madam? Lad If the Senate 
Right not my queſt in this, I will proteſt 'em, '**  - 
To — the World, no Ariftecrary. | 

What is the Injury, Lady? Lad. Why, the Calle 
vas 600 me of, here 1 have ta en diſguis d. 
Meſ. Who? "this ? what” means your 2 the 
Creature, 
' mention'd to you, is apprehended, now, 
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Before the Senate; you ſhall ſee her Lad. Where? 
Me/. I'll bring you to her. This young Gentleman, 

I ſaw him land this Morning at the Port. 

La. Is't poſſible ! how was my 75 wander'd ! 

Sir, I muſt, bluſhing, ſay to you, I have err'd; 

And plead your Pardon. Per. What, more Changes yet? 
Lad. I hope yo ha' not the Malice to recgennber..: 

A Gentlewoman's Paſſion. If you ftay 0 

In Venice here, pleafe you to uſe me, Sir — 

u Will you go, Madam; | 
Lad. Pray you, Sir, uſe. me: In Faith, 

The more you ſee me, the more I ſhall conceive 

You have forgot our Quarrel. Per. This is rare! 

Sir Politick Vou d- be? No, Sir Politick Baaud! 

To bring me thus acquainted with his Wife! 

Well, wiſe Sir Pol, ſince you have practis'd thus 

Upon my Freſhman-ſhip, I'll try your Salt-head, 

What Proof it is againſt a Counter-plot. 

Voltore, Corbaccio, Coryino, Moſca. .. 
Volt. Well, now-you know the Carriage of the Bulines, 

Your Conſtancy is all that is requir'd 

Vnto the Safety of it. M/, Is the Lye | 

Safely convey'd amongſt us? is that fre? 

Knows every Man his Burthen? * OCT, 
Cor. Ves. 14% Then ſhrink not. ita | 
Core. But knows the Advocate the Truth? Mo: 0 Si 

By no Means. I devis'd a formal Tale, 

That ſaly d your Reputation. But be valiant, Sir. 

Cor. I fear no one but him, that this his Pleading 

Should make him ſtand for àa Co- heir M/. Co-halter! 

Hang him, we will but uſe his Tongue, his Noſe, 

As we do Croakers here. Cor. I, what ſhall he do: 
Mof. When we ha done, vou mean? 

Cerv. Yes, Mo/. Why, we'll think: © 

Sell him for Mummia, he's half Daſt already. en 14% 

Do you not ſmile, to ſee this Buffalo _ 7 70 Paltere. 

How he doth ſport it with his Head? — I ſhould 

If all were well, and paſt. Sir, only you [To n 

Are he that ſhall enjoy the Crop of all, 

And theſe not know for whom they Toil. Corb. I, Peace. 
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Me. But you ſhall eat it. [To Corvino. 
Much worſhipful Sir, {Then to Voltore again. 
Mercury fit upon your thund'ring Tongue, e 

Or the French Hercules, and make your Language 
As conquering as his Club, to beat along 
(As with a Tempeſt) flat, our Adverſaries; 3 
But much more your's, Sir. Volt. Here they come, ha done. 

M. J have another Witneſs, if you need, Sir. 

I can produce. Volt. Who is it? Meſ. Sir, I have her. 
Avocatori 4. Bonario, Celia, Voltore, Corbaccio, Corwino, 
Moſca, Notario, Commandadourr. 

Awoc. The like of this the Senate never heard of. 

Avoc. 2. T will come moſt ſtrange to them, when we 
report it. N 

Avoc. 4. The Gentlewoman has been ever held 
Of unreproved Name. Axoc. 3. So the young Man. 

Awoc. 4. The more unnatural Part that of his Father. 

Awoc. 2. More of the Huſband. Awoc. 1. I not know to 
His Act a Name, it is ſo monſtrous! _ _ [ge 

Avoc. 4. But the Impoſtor, he is a Thing created 
I: — Example! Auoc. 1. And all After-times! _ 

Avoc. 2. I never heard a true Voluptuary y; 
Deſcrib'd, but him. Avoc. 3. Appear yet thoſe were cited? 

Nota. All but the old Magnifico, Volpone. 

Awoc. 1. Why is not he here? 

Moſ. Pleaſe your Fatherhoods, 

Here is his Advocate: Himſelf's ſo weak, _ 
So feeble—— 4woc. 4. What are you? ',,, _ 


Bon. His Paraſite, f BE ST; ot 
I beſeech the Court.. 


His Knave, his Pandar: 
He may be fore'd to come, that your grave Eyes 
May bear ſtrong Witneſs of his ſtrange Impoſtures. 
Volt. Upon my Faith and Credit, with your Virtues, 
He is not able to endure the Air. 7 
Arvoc. 2. Bring him, however. | 
Arvoc. 3. We will fee him. Apoc. 4. Fetch him. 
Volt. Your Fatherhoods fit Pleaſures be obey d; | 
But ſure, the Sight will rather move your Pities, 
Than Indignation: May it pleafe the Court, 
the mean Time, he may be heard in me. 
I know this Place moſt void of Prejudice, 
F 2 


.to . 


And therefore crave it, ſince we have no Reaſon 

To fear our Truth ſhould hurt our Cauſe. 
©  Froec. 3. Speak free. | * 

Volt, Then know, moſt honoured Fathers, I muſt now 

Diſcover to your ſtrangely abuſed Ears 
The moſt prodigious and moſt frontleſs Piece 
Oft ſolid Impudence, and Treachery, . 

That ever-vicious Nature yet brought forth 

Jo thame the State of Venice. This lewd Woman 
(That wants no artificial Looks, or Tears, 

To help the Vizor ſhe has now put on) 

Hath long been known a cloſe Adultereſs 

To that laſcivious Youth there; not ſuſpected. 
I fay, but known, and taken in the Act 

With him; and by tlus Man, the eaſy Huſband, 
Pardon'd ; whoſe timely Bounty makes him now 
Stand here, the moſt unhappy, innocent Perſon 
That ever Man's own Goodneſs made accus'd. 

For theſe, not knowing how to owe a Gift | 
Of that dear Grace, but with their Shame; being plac'd 
So, above all Powers of their Gratitude, 
Began to hate the Benefit ; and, in Place 

of Thanks, deviſe t' extirp the Memory I: 
Of ſuch an Act: Wherein I pray your Fatherhoods 
T' obſerve the Malice, yea, the Rage of Creatures, 
Diſcover'd in their Evits, and what Heart 

Such take, even from their Crimes. But that anon 


Will more appear, This Gentleman, the Father, | 


Hearing of this foul Fact, with many others, 
Which daily ſtruck at his too tender Ears, 
And griey'd in hothing more than that he could not 
Preſerve himfelf à Parent, (his Son's IIIs 3 
Growing to that ſtrange Flood) at laſt decreed 

To difinherit him. Avoc, 1. Theſe be ſtrange Turns! 
Auvwoc. 2. The young Man's Fame was ever fair and honeſt. 

Volt. So much more full of Danger is his Vice, 
That can beguile ſo, under Shade of Virtue. 
But, as I faid, (my honour'd Sirs) his Father 

Having this fette Purpoſe, (by what Means 


To him betray d, we know en this Day 
Appointed for the Deed; that | 


arricide, 
- T cannot 
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(I cannot ſtile him better) by Confederacy | 

Preparing this, his Paramour, to be there, 

Entred Yolpone's Houſe, (who was the Man, 

Your Fatherhoods muſt underſtand, defign'd_ 

For the Inheritance) there ſought his Father: 

But with what Purpoſe ſought he him, my Lords? 

(I tremble to pronounce it, that a Son 

Unto a Father, and to ſuch a Father, 

Should have ſo foul, felonions Intent] | 

It was to murder him: When, being prevented 

By his more happy Abſence, what then did he ? 

Not check his wicked Thoughts; no, now new Deeds; 

(Miſchief doth ever end where it begins) | 

An Act of horrour, Fathers! He dragg'd forth 

The aged Gentleman, that had there lain Bed-rid 

Three Years and more, out of his innocent Couch, 

Naked, upon the Floor, there left him ; wounded 

His Servant in the Face, and, with this Strumpet, 

The Stale to his forg'd Practice, who was glad 

To be ſo Active, (I ſhall here deſire 

Your Fatherhoods to note but my Collections, 

As moſt remarkable) thought at once to ſtop 

His Father's Ends, dileredit his free Choice 

In the old Gentleman, redeem themſelves, 

By laying Infamy upon this Man, 

To whom, with Bluſhing, they ſhould owe their Lives. 

Avoc. 1. What Proofs have you of this? 
Bon. Moſt honour'd Fathers, 

I humbly crave, there be no Credit given, 

To this Man's mercenary Tongue. Avoc. 2. Forbear. 
Bon. His Soul moves in his Fee. | 2 
Aboc. 3. Oh! Sir. Ben. This Fellow, 

For ſtx Soux more, would plead againſt his Maker. 
Avoc. 1. You do forget yourſelf. 

Volt. Nay, nay, grave Fathers, 

Let kim have Scope: Can any Man imagine 

That he will ſpare his Accuſer, that would not 

Have ſpar' d his Parent? 

Avoc. 1. Well, produce your Proofs. 

Cel. I would, I could forget I were a Creature. 
Fol. ür 
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Awvoc. 4. What is he? Volt. The Father. 
Avoc. 2. Has he had an Oath ? 

Net. Yes. Corb. What muſt I do now ? 
Net. Your Teſtimony's crav'd. 
Corb. Speak to the Knave ? 0 

I'll ha' my Mouth firſt ſtopt with Earth; my Heart 

Abhors his Knowledge: i diſclaim in him, 
Avoc. 1. But for — Cane? '-,* 
Corb. The meer Portent of Nature : 

He is an utter Stranger to my Loins. 

Bon. Have they made you do this ? 

Corb. I will not hear thee, 

Monſter of Men, Swine, Goat, Wolf, Parricide, 

Speak not, thou Viper. Hon. Sir, I will fit down, 

And rather wiſh my Innocence ſhould ſuffer, 

Than I refiſt the Authority of a Father. 

Volt. Signior Corwino, | 
Arvac. 2. This is ſtrange ! Awoc. 1. Who's this? 
Not. The Huſband: Awoc. 4. Is he ſworn ? 
Net, He is. Soc. z. Speak then. 
Corwv. This Woman (pleaſe your Fatherhoods) is 2 
Whore, 
Of moſt hot Exerciſe, more than a Prnridgs, 
Upon Record. Ac. 1. No more. 
Corv. Neighs like a Jennet. | 
Net. Preſerve the Honour of the Court. Corv. I ſhal} 

And Modeſty of your moſt reverend Ears. 

And yet I hope that I may ſay, theſe Eyes 

Have ſeen her glew'd unto that Piece of Cedar, 

That fine well-timber'd Gallant ; and that here 

The Letters may be read, thorow the Horn, 

That make the Story perfect. Map Excellent ! Sir. 
Cord. There is no Shame i in this now, is there? 
Me. None. 

Cory. Or if I ſai, 1 hop'd that ſhe were onward 

To her Damnation, if there be a Hell 

Greater than Whore, and Woman; a good Catholick 

May make the Doubt. 

Auoc 3. His Grief hath made him frantick. 

Awvac. 1. Remove him hence. 

vec. 2. "Took to the Woman. »i [She rm 
| — 2 
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They ftrike with Wonder. Avoc. 2. I am turn'da Stone. 
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Corv. Rare! prettily feign d! again! 
Avoc. 4. Stand f from —.— her. 232 
Awvoc. 1. Give her the Air. 

Avoc. 3. What can you or ? Me. My Wound 
(May't pleaſe your Wiſdoms) ſpeaks for me, receiy'd 
In Aid of my good Patron, when he miſt 
His ſought-for Father, when that well-taught Dame 
Had her Cue given her, to cry out, a Rape. 

Bon. O, moſt laid Impudence ! Father 

Awvoc. 3. Sir, be filent ; 

You had your Hearing free, ſo muſt they their's. 
Awoc. 2. I do begin to doubt th' Impoſture here. 
Awvoc. 4. This Woman has too many Moods, 
Volt. Grave Fathers, 

She is a Creature of a moſt profeſt 

And proſtituted Lewdneſs. Corv. Moſt impetuous ! 

Unſatisfied, grave Fathers! Volt. May her Feignings 

Not take your Wiſdoms : But this Day ſhe baited + 

A Stranger, a grave Knight, with her looſe Eyes, 

And more laſcivious Kiſſes. This Man ſaw em 

Together on the Water, in a Gondola. 

12 of. Here is the Lady her ſelf, that ſaw em too, 
Without ; who then had in the open Streets 
Purſu'd them, but for ſaving. her Knight's Howour; 1 

Arwoc. 1. Produce that Lady. 

Avoc. 2. Let her come. Awvoc. 4. Theſe üg, 


Moſca, Lady, Awocutori, &c. 
Mz/. Be reſolute, Madam. Lad. I, this ſame is ihe: 
Out, thou Chamelion Harlot; now thine Eyes 
Vie Tears with the Dyna: Dar'ſt thou look  _- 
Upon my wronged Face? I cry. your Pardons, it 5] 
I tear T have;{forgettingly) tranſgreſtt 
Againſt the Dignity.of the Court Avuoc. 2. No, Madam. 
Lad. And been exorbitant 103” 7% 
Awoc. 2. You have not, Lady. 
Avuoc. 4. Theſe Proofs are ſtrong. 
Lad. Surely, J had no Purpoſe | 
To ſcandalize your . or r* Sex's. | 
Avoc. 3. We IS 5 o 16 :2 1824 ** 
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Lad.. Surely, you may believe it K 
Avoc. 2. Madam, we do. 25 WI 

Lad. Indeed you may; my Broeding 1 

Is not ſo courſe Auoc. 4. We know it. Lad. To offend T} 

With Pertinacy—Awoc. 3. Lady. Lad. Such a Preſence ! 

No ſurely. Auoc. 1. We well think it. 5 


Lad. You may-think it.” wm 
Arvec. 1. Let her overcome. What Witneſſes Inc you, 

To make your Report? Bon. Our Conſciences. 
Cel, An Heav n, that never fails the Innocent. I 
Avoc. 4. Theſe are no 1 gm 


Bon; Not in your Courts, 


Where Multitude and Clamour avercitanas. 


Arvoc. 1. Nay, then you do wax inſolent. | F 
Volt. Here, here, ¶ Volpone 7s brought in as impotent 
The Teſtimony comes that will convince, 


And put to utter Dumbneſs their bold Tongues, | | 


See here, grave Fathers, here's the Raviſher, 
The Rider on Men's Wives, the great Impoſtor, 1 
The grand Voluptuary ! Do-you not think ] 
Theſe Limbs ſhould affect Venery ? or theſe Eyes 
Covet a Concubine? Pray you mark theſe Hands: 
Are they not fit to ſtroke a Lady's Breaſty'?// 
Perhaps be doth diſſemble? Bos. So he does. 

Volt. Wou'd you ha him tortur d? N 

Bon. I would have him prov. 

Volt. Beſt try him then with Goads, or burning Trons ; 
Put him to the Strappado : I have heard 
The Rack hath cur'd the Gout; faith, give it him, 
And help him of a Malady, be courteous. 
I'll undertake, before the ber Fathers, 
He ſhall have yet as many left Diſeaſes, Lane 
-— ſhe has known Adulteries, or thou Stri 

my moſt equal Hearers, if theſe Deeds, 
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May paſs with Sufferance, what one Citizen | 

But owes the Forfeit of his Life, yea Ps, 

To him that dares traduce him ? Which fer - 

Are ſafe, my honour'd Fathers? I would aſk ' 

(With leave of your grave Fatherhoods) if their Plot 

Have any Face or Colour like to Truth ? 4 
Or 
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Or, if, unto the dulleſt Noftril here, 

It ſmell not rank, and moſt abhorred Slander ? 

I crave your Care of this good Gentleman, 

Whoſe Life is much endanger'd by their Fable ; 
And as for them, I will conclude with this, 
That vicious Perſons, when they're hot and fleſn'd 
In impious Acts, their Conſtancy abounds: | 
Damn'd Deeds are done with greateſt Confidence. 

Avoc. 1. Take em to Cuſtody, and ſever them. 

Awoc. 2. Tis pity two ſuch Prodigies ſhould live. 

Avoc. 1. Let the old Gentleman be return'd with Care: 

I'm ſorry our Credulity wrong'd him. 

Awuoc. 4. Theſe are two Creatures 

Avec. 3. I have an Earthquake in me. 

Avoc. 2. Their Shame (ev'n in their Cradles) fled their 
Faces. 

Avoc. 4. Vou've done a worthy Service to the State, Sir, 
In their Diſcovery. Avoc. 1. You ſhall hear, e're e 
What Puniſhment the Court decrees upon em. 

Volt. We thank your Fatherhoods. T 
How like you it? Mo/. Rare. 

I'll ha' your Tongue, Sir, tipt with Gold for this ; 

I'll ha“ you be the Heir to the whole City; 

The Earth I'ld have want Men e're you — 8 
They're bound to erect your Statue in St. Mark's. 

Signior Corwino, I would have you go 

And ſhew your ſelf, that you have conquer'd, Cory, Yes. 

Maſ. It was much better that you ſhould profeſs 
Your ſelf a Cuckold thus, than that the other ------- 
Should have been prov'd. Corw. Nay, I confider'd that : 
Now it is her Fault. M/. Then it had been your's. 

Corw. True. I do doubt this Advocate till. Mo/. I faith 
You need not, I dare eaſe you of that Care. 

Corv. I truſt thee, Moſca. + 

Mof. As your own Soul, Sir. Corb, Mo ſea, 

M/. Now for your Buſineſs, Sir. 

Corb. How? hat you Buſineſs ? 

My. Yes, your's, Sir. | Corb. O, none elſe? 

Me. None elſe, not I. | 

Corb. Be careful then. 

Ne Reſt you with both your Eyes, Sir. 


Corb. 
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Corb. Diſpatch it. = Inftantly. ad 
Corb. And look that all, | Wo! 
Whatever, be put in Jewels, Plate, Monies, | Sho 


n — Bedding, Curtains. Moy. Curtain: ring Civ 
3 . eee 1 
Only the Advocate's Fee muſt be deducted. 


Corb. Tl. pay him now; you'll be too prodigal. Tis 
Ms/. Sir, I muſt tender it. Corb. Two Cecchines is wel Am 
 Mof. No, fix, Sir. Corb. "Tis too much. IT he 
Me. He talk'd a great while; 


You muſt conſider that, Sir. Cerb. Well, there's three= Thi 
/. III give it him. Corb. Do fo, and there's for thee. 
Mez/. Bountiful Bones! What horrid ſtrange Offence, 


Did he commit gainſt Nature in his Youth, | Are 
Worthy this Age? You fee, Sir, how I work Int! 
Unto your Ends: take you. no Notice. Volt. No, 80 
Til leave you. Mo/. All is your's, the Devil and all: 1 


Good Advocate. Madam, I'll bring you home. Go 
Lad. No, I'll go ſee your Patron. 82 81 
Mo/. That you ſnhall nor | 
TIL tell you why. My P is to urge 
My Patron to reform his Will; and for | | 
The Zeal you have ſhewn to Day, whereas before 
You were but third or fourth, you ſhall be now © | 
Put in the firſt; which would appear as begg d, He 
If you were preſent. Therefore Lad. You ſhall WW: 
ſway me. Ly ICH 31:01 | 


— 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
nne 1 #92 ine! I P 
Polpone. | 


Tol. LL, Lam here, and all this Brunt is paſt : 
I nc'er was in Diflike with my Diſguiſe 
Till this filed Moment; here twas good in Private; 
But ert publick Cave whilſt I breathe, - | 
'Fore God, my Left Leg gan to have the Cramp, 
And I hended ſtrait ſome Power had ſtruck me 
With a dead Palſy: Well; I muſt be merry, * 
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And ſhake it off. A many of theſe Fears 

Would put me into ſome villainous Diſeaſe, 

Should they come thick upon me: I' prevent em. 
Give me a Bowl of luſty Wine, to fright 

This Humour from my Heart ; (Hum, ” YO 


Tis almoſt gone already: I ſhall conquer. 

Any Device now, of rare ingenious Knavery, 

That would poſſeſs me with a violent iter, | 

ould make me up again. So, ſo, ſo, ſo, Drinks #ga ain, 

This Heat is Life; us Blood by this Time: Meg 
Moſca, Volpone, Nano, Caflirone. 

My. How now, Sir? does the Day look clear again? 
Are we recover d, and wrought out of Error, | 
Into our Way, to ſee our Path before u? 

s our Trade free'once more? Iv. Exquiſite Mf 

Mo/. Was it not carried learnedly ? Yoþp. And toutly? 
Good Wits ate greateſt in Extremiges:: 1 9% 

M/. It were a Folly, beyond Thought, to en 
\ny grand Act unto a cowardly Spirit: 
"_ are not taken wich it enough, — - 12 

Ok! more than if I had enjoy d tlie Wand 
ke leaſure of all Womankind's not like it. 
Mef. Why: now you [peak Sif. We muſt ebe fixts 
Here we muſt reſt ; this is our Maſter-qiiece :\ Nane 
We cannot think to go beyond th Hp. True, 
an” 1 74 thy n eee Nay, 

: 38. 0 5 

o gull the Court; And quite divert the Torrent 
52 Innocent. ab. Yes, and to make 
So rare a Mufick out of Diſcords—=/olp. Right. 
That yet to me's the ſtrangeſt ! how thi haſt honn it * . 
That theſe (being ſo divided mongſt chemſelves) 
Should not ſcent ſomewhat, or in me, or thee, - 
Or doubt theio Own Side. e True, they will not der 
Too much Light blinds em, I think each of em J 
Is ſo poſſeſt and-ſtuft with his own Hopes, 
That any Thing unto the contrary, 
Never ſo true, or never ſo apparent. 
Never ſo ble, they will reſiſt i — 
Volp. Like a Tapaen of the Dn Al; Right, Sir 
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Merchants may talk of Trade, and your great Signion 
Of Land that yields well; but if Jtag 
Have any Glebe more fruitful than theſe Fellows, 
I am deceiv'd; Did not your Advocate rare? 

Volp. Oh! (My moſt honour'd Fathers, my graveFather, 

Under Correction of your Fatherhoods, 
What Face of Truth is here? if theſe ſtrange Deeds 
May paſs, moſt honour'd Fathers) I had much ado 

T's * e La makings Mo of. ＋T. ſeem'd to mes you ſweat 


Voß. In troth-I did a little. - ' Mof. But lake dir, 
Were you not daunted! Yo/p. In good faith, LY was 
A little in a Miſt, but not dejected; 

Never but ſtill my ſelf. Mo 1 think 5 it, Sir. 

Now (ſo Truth help me) I muſt needs ſay this; Sir, 
And out of Conſcience, for your Advocate, 

He has taken Pains, in Faith, Sir, and deſerv'd 

In my poor 8 I ſpeak it under Favour, 
Not to contrary; you, Sir) very richly <= 
Well to be cozen'di | Volp. Troth, — 1 think fo tos 
By that I heard him, in the latter End. 

Mo: Oh! but before, Sir: had vo heard him fi 
Draw it to certain Heads, then aggravate, 

Then-uſe his vehement Figures 1 look fill 
When he would ſhift a Shirt; and doing this 


Out of pure Love, no Hope of 127 Tis right | 


I — — him, Moſca, as I would; 
Not yet; but at thy Sake, at thy Entreaty, | 
I will begin, ev'n now, to vex em all, 


This v Inſtant. 
74% Good, Sir. Pap. Callithe Dwarf | 


And forth. fn | Nagnat?! ©: C 
M/. Caftrone, Naw: Nan. Here. gaizd) Se. 
Volp. Shall we have a Jigs r 5 
- Moſe What | you. pleaſe, Volp. Go, 

a give ont about the — vou two, 

That Dead; do it with Conſtancy; ; 

Sadly, do you hear ? impure it to the Grief | 

Of this late Slander. '” 

Mo/. What do you mean, Sir? Yolp. r 
1 11 have inſtantly my rut Crow. 


12 
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Raven, come flying hither, (on the News) 
To peck for Carrion, my She- Wolf, and all, 
Greedy, and full of Expectation 
M/. And then to have it raviſh'd from their Mouths ? 
Yelp. "Tis true; I will ha' thee put on a Gown, 
And take upon thee, as thou wert mine Heir ; 
Shew 'em a Will : Open that Cheſt, and reach 
Forth one of thoſe that has the Blanks; I'll trait 
Put in thy Name. A/. It will be rare, Sir. Volp. I. 
When they ev'n gape, and find themſelves deluded —— 
Myf. Yes. Volp. And then uſe thou ſcurvily. | 
Diſpatch, get on thy Gown. 
Mo/. But what, Sir, if they aſk 
After the Body? Yolp. Say, it was corrupted, 
Mef. T'll fay, it ſtunk, Sir, and was fain to have it 
Coffin'd up inſtantly, and ſent away. 
Volp. Any Thing, what thou wilt. Hold, here's my 
— 
Get thee a Cap, a Count-Book, Pen and Ink, 
Papers afore thee ; ſit as thou wert taking 
An Inventory of Parcels : I'll get u | 
Behind the Curtain, on a Stool, f hearken; 
Sometime peep over, ſee how they do look, 
With what Degrees their Blood doth leave their Faces. 
Oh! *twill afford me a rare Meal of Laughter. 
M/. Your Advocate will turn ſtark dull upon it. 
Volp. It will take off his Oratory's Edge. 
Moſ. But your Clariſſi mo, old Round- back, he 
Will crump you, like a Hog-Louſe, with the Touch. 
Volp. And what Corvine? Mof. O Sir, look for him, 
To- morrow Morning, with a Rope and Dagger, 
To viſit all the Streets; he muſt run mad. 
My Lady too, that came into the Court, | 
To bear falſe Witneſs for your Worſhip——P?þ. Ves, 
And kiſs me fore the Fathers, when my Face 
Flow'd all with Oils. | 
Ne. And Sweat, Sir. Why your Gold 
Is ſuch another Med'cine, it dries up 
All thoſe offenſive Savours : it transforms 
The'moſt deformed, and reſtores 'em lovely, | 
As twere the ſtrange ® * Girdle. Jove 1 
T JOU] 
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Could not invent himſelf a Shroud more ſubtle 
To paſs Acriſius Guards. It is the Thing 
Makes all the World,--her Grace, her Youth, her Beauty, 
Volp. I think ſhe loves me. Mos/. Who? the Lady, Sir? 
She's jealous of you. Volp. Doſt thou ſay ſo ? Mo. Hark, 
There's ſome already. Volp. Look. Mo/. It is the Vulture; 
He has the quickeſt Scent. Yo/p. T1lto my Place, 
Thou to thy Poſture.” M/. J am ſet. Volp. But Moſca, 
Play the Artificer now, torture 'em rarely. 

Voltore, Moſca, Corbaccio, Corvino, Lady, Volpone. 
Volt. How now, my Maſca? M?/. 'Turky Carpets, nine. 
Volt. Taking an Inventory? That is well. | 
Meo/. Two Suits of Bedding, Tiſſue 
Volt. Where's the Will? 28 

Let me read that the while. Corb. So, ſet me down, 
And get you Home. Volt. Is he come now, to trouble ug 
Mof. Of Cloth of Gold, two more 
Corb. Is it done, Moſca ? 
Mo/. Of ſeveral Velvets, eight 
Volt. T ike his Care. / 
Corb. Doſt thou not hear ? 
C:rv. Ha? is the Hour come, Moſca? 
Volp. I, now they muſter. 
iv olpone peeps from behind a Traverſe. 
Corv. What does the Advocate here, 
Or this Corbaccio? | 
Corb. What do theſe here? Lad. Moſca? | 
Is his Thread ſpun ? Mo/. Eight Cheſts of Linen 
Volp. Oh! 
My fine Dame Would-be too! Corv. Moſca, the Will 
That I may ſhew it theſe, and rid 'em hence. 
Mof. Six Cheſts of Diaper, four of Damaſk—There, 
Corb. Is that the Will ? 7 
M.. Down Beds and Bolſters—Volp. Rare! 
Be buſy ſtill. Now they begin to flutter : 
They never think of me. Look, ſee, ſee, ſee! 
How their ſwift Eyes run over the long Deed. 
Unto the Name, and to the Legacies, 
What is bequeath'd them there | 
Ma. Ten Suits of Hangings —— 
Felp. I, i' their Garters, Meſca. Now their Hopes 


Are 
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Are at the Gaſp. Volt. Maſca the Heir! 

Corb. What's that? 

Volp. My Advocate is dumb; look to my Merchant, 
He has heard of ſome ſtrange Storm, a Ship is loſt, 
He faints ; my Lady will ſwoon. Old Glazen-Eyes, 
He hath not reach'd his Deſpair yet. Corb. All theſe 
Are out of Hope; I'm ſure the Man: Corw. But Meſca 

Mz. Two Cabinets | 

Core. Is this in Earneſt ? Mo/. One 
Of Ebony Coro. Or do you but delude me:? 

Mo/. The other, Mother of Pearl I] am very buſy. 
Good Faith, it is a Fortune thrown upon me—— 
lem, one Salt of Agat——not my Seeking. 

Lad. Do you hear, Sir ; | 

Myf. A perfum'd Box——'Pray you forbear, 

You ſee I am troubled made of an Ozyx 

Lad. How ! 

Moſ. To-morrow or next Day I ſhall be at leiſure 
To talk with you all. 

Corw. Is this my large Hopes Iſſue? 

Lad. Sir, I muſt have a fairer Anſwer. Maſ. Madam 
Marry, and ſhall : Pray you, fairly quit my Houſe. 
Nay, raiſe no Tempeſt with your Looks; but hark you, 
Remember what your Ladyſhip offer'd me 1 
To put you in an Heir; go to, think on't; 

And what you ſaid een your beſt Madams did 

For Maintenance; and why not you? Enough. 
Go home, and uſe the poor Sir Pol. your Knight well, 
For fear I tell ſome Riddles : Go, be melancholy. 

Volp. Oh! my fine Devil. ) {=2 bag: 

Corv. Moſca, pray you a Word ¾ 

Mof. Lord ! will not you take your Diſpatch hence yet? 
Methinks (of all) you ſhould have been th' Example. 
Why ſhould you ſtay here? with what Thought, what 

Promiſe ? 4: 182 

Hear you ? do you not know, I know you an Aſs? 

And that you would moſt fain have been a Wittol, 

If Fortune. would have let you? that yo re 

A. declar'd Cuckold, on good Terms? This Pearl, 

You'll ſay, was your's ?, Right: This Diamondd 

Ill not deny't, but —_ you. Much here elſe ? ; 
2 ö t 
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Itmay be ſo. Why, think that theſe good Works 
May help to hide your bad: I'll not betray you; 
Although you be but extraordinary, 
And have it only. in Title, it ſufficeth. 
Go home, be melancholy too, or mad. x 
Yelp. Rare Maſca How his Villainy becomes him 
Volt. Certain he doth delude all thoſe for me. 
Corb. Moſca the Heir? 
Yelp. O his four Eyes have found it. 
Corb. I am cozen'd, cheated, by a Paraſite-Slave; 
Harlot, thaft gull'd me. 
Mof. Yes, Sir. Stop your Mouth, 
Or I ſhall draw the only Tooth is left. 
Are not you he, that filthy covetous Wretch, 
With the three Leg s, that here, in Hope of Prey, 
Have any Time this three Years ſnuft about, 
With your moſt grov'ling Noſe ; and would have hir'# 
Me to the pois'ning of my Patron, Sir? 
Are not you he, that have to Day in Court 
Profeſs'd the difinheriting of your Son? 
Perjur'd your ſelf? Go home, and die, and ſtink ; 
If you but croak a Syllable, all comes out: 
Away, and call your Porters; go, go, ſtink. 
Volp. Excellent Varlet! Volt. Now, my faithful Mo/ca, 
I find thy Conſtancy. M/. Sir? 
Volt. Sincere. M/. A Table. 
Of Porphiry I mar'le you'll be thus troubleſome, 
Volt. Nay, leave off now, they are gone. 
M/. Why ? who are you? 
What? who did ſend for you? O, cry you Mercy, 
Reverend Sir! Good faith, I am griev'd for you, 
That any Chance of mine ſhould thus defeat, 
Your, (I muſt needs ſay) moſt deſerving Travels: 
But I proteſt, Sir, it was caſt upon me, 
And I could almoſt wiſh to be without it ; 
But that the Will o' th' Dead muſt be obſerv'd. 
Marry, ny 2 is, that you need it not, 
You have a il. Sir, (thank your Education) 


Will never let you want, while there are Men, 


And Malice, to breed Cauſes. Would I had 
But half the like, for all my Fortune, Sir. 


It 
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If I have any Suits (as I do hope 5 
Things being ſo eaſy and direct, I ſhall not 
I will make bold with your obſtreperous Aid. 
(Conceive me) for your Fee, Sir. In mean Time, 
You that have ſo much Law, I know ha' the Conſcience 
Not to be covetous of what is mine. 2 50 
Good Sir, I thank you for my Place; 't will help 
To ſet up a young Man. Good faith, you look . 
As you were coftive ; beſt go home and purge, Sir. 
Volp. Bid him eat Lettuce well: My witty Miichief, 
Let me embrace thee. 'O that I could now © 
Transform thee to a Yenus———— Meſca, go, 
Streight take my Habit of Clari//imo, 1 
And walk the Streets, be ſeen, torment em more: 
We muſt purſue, as well as plot. Who would 
Have loſt this Feaſt ? Mo/. I doubt it will loſe them. 
Yelp. Oh! my Recovery ſhall recover all. | 
That I could now but think on ſome Diſguiſe ' 
To meet em in, and aſk em Queſtions : *_ 
How I would vex 'em till at every Turn ? 
Mof. Sir, I can fit you. | 
Volp. Canſt thou? Mo. Yes, I know - 
One o' the Commandatori, Sir, ſo like you; 
Him will I ſtreight make drunk, and bring you his Habit. 
Volp. A rare Diſguiſe, and anſwering thy Brain! 
Oh! I will be a ſharp Diſeaſe unto 'em. 
Mef. Sir, you muſt look for Curſes-- 
Volp. Till they burſt ; 
The Fox fares ever beſt when he is curſt. 
Peregrine, Mercatori 3. Woman, Politick. | 
Per. Am I enough diſguis d? Mar. 1. I warrant you. | 
Per. All my Ambition is to fright him only. [| 
Mer. 2. If you could ſhip him away, 'twere excellent. } 
Mer. 3. To Zant, or to Aleppo ? Per. Yes, and ha' his 1 
Adventures put i' th* Bo of Foyages, 
And his gull'd Story regiſter'd for 'I ruth ? | 
Well, Gentlemen, when I am in a while, [| 
And that you think us warm in our Diſcourſe, | 1 
Know your Approaches. Mer. 1. Truſt it to our Care. 1 
Per. Save you, fair Lady. Is Sir Pol. within? 
Nom. I do notknow, Sir. Per. Pray you, fay unto him, ö 
| Mi G 3 Here 
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Here is a Merchant, upon earneſt Buſineſs, 
Deſires to ſpeak with him. 

Wom. I will fee, Sir. 

Per. Pray you. | 
I ſee the Family is all Female here, 

Mom. He ſays, Sir, he has weighty Affairs of State, 
That now require him whole; ſome other Time 
You may poſſeſs him. Per. Pray you ſay again, 
If thoſe require him whole, theſe will exact him, 
Whereof I bring him Tidings. What might be 
His grave Affair of State now? how to make 
Bolognian Sauſages here in Venice, 2 
One o' th' Ingredients. Vom. Sir, he ſays, he knows 
By your Word, Tidings, that you are no Stateſman, 
And therefore wills you ſtay. 

Per. Sweet, pray you return him ; | 
I have not read ſo many Proclamations, ( 
And ſtudied them for Words, as he has done; i 
But here he deigns to come. Pol. Sir, I muſt crave 


Your courteous Pardon. There has chanc'd (to Day) 
Unkind Diſaſter twixt my Lady and me, 
And I was penning my Apology 


To give her Satisfaction, as you came now. 
Per. Sir, I am griev'd, I bring you worſe Diſaſter; 
The Gentleman you met at th' Port to Day, 
That told you, he was newly arrived Pol. I, was 
A fugitive Punk ? Per. No, Sir, a Spy ſet on you; 
And he has made Relation to the Senate, 
That you profeſt to him to have a Plot 
To ſell the State of Venice to the Turk. 
Pol. Ome! 
Per. For which Warrants are ſigned by this Time, 
To apprehend you, and to ſearch your Study 
For Papers—Pol. Alas, Sir, I have none, but Notes, 
Drawn out of Play-Books—— Per. All the better, Sir. 
Pol. And ſome Eſſays. What ſhall I do ? Per. Sir, beſt 
Convey yourſelf into a Sugar-Cheſt, 
Or, if you would lie round, a Frail were rare, 
And I could ſend you aboard. Pol. Sir, I but talk'd fo, 
For Diſcourſe-ſake meerly. . [They knock wwithout. 
Per. Hark ! they arethere. 3 


Pol. 
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Pol. T am a Wretch, a Wretch. N 

Per. What will you do, Sir? 
Ha' you ne'er a Curran-But to leap into? ' 
They'll put you to the Rack, you muſt be ſudden. 

Pol. Sir, I have an Engine 

(Mer. 3. Sir Politick Would-be ? 

Mer. 2. Where is he?) 

Pol. That I have thou CS we before-time. 

Per. What is it? Pol, (I ne er endure the Torture.) 
Marry, it is, Sir, of a Tortoiſe-ſhell, 
Fitted for theſe Extremities ; pray you, Sir, help me. 
Here I have a Place, Sir, to put back my Legs, 
(Pleaſe you to lay it on, Sir) with this Cap, 
And my black Gloves. T'll lye, like a Tortoiſe, 
'Till they are gone. Per. And call you this an Engine ? 

Pol. Mine own Device 


Good Sir, bid my Wife's Women 

To burn my Papers. [They ruſh in, 
Mer. 1. Where's he hid? Mer. 3. We — * 

And will ſure find him. 


Mer. 2. Which is his Study? Mer. 1. What 
Are you, Sir ? Per. I am a Merchant, that came here 
To look upon this Tortoiſe ? 

Mer. 3. How ? Mer. 1. St. Mark ! 
What Beaſt is this? Per. It is a Fiſh. 

Mer. 2. Come out here. 

Per. Nay, you may ftrike him, Sir, and tread upon him : 
He'll bear a Cart. | 

Mer. 1. What, to run over him ? Per. Yes, Sir. 

Mer. 3. Let's jump upon him. 

Mer. 2. Can he not go ? Per. He creeps, Sir. 

Mer 1. Let's ſee him creep. 

Per. No, good Sir, you will hurt him. 

Mer. 2. (Heart) Fll ſee him creep, or prick his Guts. 

Mer. 3. Come out here. 

Per. Pray you Sir, (creep a little.) 

Mer. 1. Forth. 

Mer. 2. Yet farther. 

Per. Good Sir, (creep.) 

Mar. 2, We'll ſee his Legs. | 125 

[They pull off the Shell, and * 0 
| WY 
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Mer. 3. Gods ſo, he has Garters ? 
Mer. 1. I, and Gloves! Mer. 2. Is this 

Your fearful Tortoiſe? OL 3 
Per. Now. Sir, Pol. we are even ; 

For your next Proje& I ſhall be prepar'd : 

I am ſorry for the Funeral of your Notes, Sir. ( 

Mer. 1. Twere a rare Motion to be ſeen in Fleefffreet. 

Mer. 2. I, i'the Term. 3 

Mer. 1. Or Smithfield, in the Fair. 


— Fa 


Mer. 3. Methinks tis but a melancholy Sight. l 
Per. Farewel, moſt politick Tortoiſe. f 
Pol. Where's my Lady? 1 | 
Knows ſhe of this? Vom. I know not, Sir. 
. Pol. Enquire. 
O, I ſhall be the Fable of all Feaſts, 
The Freight of the Gazetti, Ship-boys Tale; 
And, which 1s worſt, even Talk for Ordinaries. 


Vom. My Lady's come moſt melancholy home, 
And ſays, Sir, ſhe will ftreight to Sea, for Phyſick. 
Pol. And I, to ſhun this Place and Clime for ever, 
Creeping with Houſe on Back, and think it well 
To ſhrink my poor Head in my politick Shell. 
Volpone, Moſca. 'S 
[The fir in the Habit of a Commandatore ; the other, 
a Clarifimo.] 
Yolp. Am I then like him? M/. O, Sir, you are he: 
No Man can ſever you. | 5 
Volp. Good. Me/. But what am If 8 
Volp. Fore Heaven, a brave Clariſſimo, thou becom'ſt it. | 
Pity thou wert not born one. M/. If I hold 
My made one, twill be well. Volp. I'll go and ſee 
What News firſt at the Court. Mof. Do fo. My Fox 
Is out of his Hole, and 'ere he ſhall re-enter, 
I'll make him languiſh in his borrow'd Caſe, 
Except he come to Compoſition with me: 
Androgyno, Caſtrone, Nano. All. Here. | 
Mo/. Go, recreate yourſelves abroad; go ſport. 
So, now I have the Keys, and am poſſeſt. 
Since he will needs be dead afore his Time, 
Pl bury him, or gain by him. I am his Heir, 
And ſo will keep me, till he ſhare at leaſt, 
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To cozen him of all, were but a Cheat 

Well plac'd ; no Man would conſtrue it a Sin: 

Let his Sport pay for't; this is call'd the Fox trap. 
Corbaccio, Corwino, Volpone. 

Corb. They ſay, the Court is ſet. 

Corv. We muſt maintain, 

Our firſt Tale good, for both our Reputations. \ 

Corb. Why ? mine's no Tale: my Son would there 

have kill'd me. 

Cor. That's true, I had forgot; mine is, I am ſure. 
But for your Will, Sir. c=. F'll come upon him 
For that hereafter, now his Patron's dead. 

Volp. Signior Corwino ! and Corbaccio ! Sir, 
Much Joy unto you. Corv. Of what ? 

Volp. The ſudden Good | 
Dropt down upon you Coro. Where? 

Volp. (And none knows how) 

From old Volpone, Sir. Corb. Out, errant Knave. 

Nip. Let not your too much Wealth, Sir, make you 

furious. 

Corb. Away, thou Varlet. 

Volp. Why, Sir? Corb. Doſt thou mock me? 

* Pop. You mock the World, Sir; 
Did you not change Wills? 
Corb. Out, Harlot. Yolp. O! belike you are the Man, 
Signior Corwino ? Faith you carry it well; 
You grow not mad withal: I love your Spirit: 
You are not over-leaven'd with your Fortune, 
You ſhould ha' ſome would ſwell now, like a Wine-vat, 
With fuch an Autumn—— Did he gi' you all, Sir? | 
Cory, Avoid, you Raſcal. | 
Volp. Troth, your Wife has ſhewn 
Her ſelf a very Woman; but you are well, 
You need not care, you have a good Eſtate, 
To bear it out, Sir, better by this Chance : 
Except Corbaccio have a Share ? 
Corb. Hence, Varlet. | | 
Volp. You will not have it known, Sir; why, tis wiſe. 
Thus do all Gameſters, at all Games, diſſemble. 
Na Man will ſeem to win. Here comes my Vulture, 
Heaving his Beak up in the Air, and ſnuffing, 
4 3 Voltort, 


"= 
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Voltore, Volpone. | 

Volt. Out-ſtript thus, by a Paraſite? a Slave? 
Would run on Errands, and make Legs for Crumbs ? 
Well, what I'll do- | 

Volp. The Court ſtays for your Worſhip. 

T een rejoice, Sir, at your Worſhip's Happineſs, 
And that it fell into ſo learned Hands, 
That underſtand the fingering 

Volt. What do you mean? 

Yolp. I mean to be a Suitor to your Worſhip; 
For the ſmall Tenement, out of Reparations, 
That at the End of your long row of Houſes, 

By the Piſcaria: It was in Volpone's Time, 
Vour Predeceſſor, e're he grew diſeas'd, 
A handſome, pretty, cuſtom'd Bawdy-houſe, 
As any was in Venice, (none diſprais'd) 
But fell with him; his Body and that Houſe 
Decay'd together. | | 
Folt. Come, Sir, leave your prating. 
Volp. Why, if your Worſhip give me but your Hand, 


That I may ha' the Refuſal, I have done. . 
"Tis a meer Toy to you, Sir, Candle-rents,. 7 
As your learn'd Worſhip knows —— | ( 
Volt. What do I know? > (creaſe it. 
Volp. Marry, no End of your Wealth, Sir; God de- 
Volt. Miſtaking Knave ! what, mock'ſt thou my Mis- r 
fortune? | 
Volp. His Bleſſing on your Heart, Sir; would 'twere | 
(Now to my firſt again, at the next- Corner.) (more. N 


Corbaccio, Corwino, (Moſca paſlant) Folpone. 
Corb. See, in our Habit ſee the impudent Varlet ! 
Corv. That I could ſhoot mine Eyes at him like Gun- 
Yolp. But is this true, Sir, of the Paraſite ? [ſtones.. 
Corb. Again, t' afffict us? Monſter ! 
Volp. In good faith, Sir, 
I am Karl griev'd, a Beard of your grave Length 
Should be ſo over-reach'd, I never brook'd 
That Parafite's Hair ; methought his Noſe ſhould cozen: 
There ſtill was ſomewhat in his Look, did promiſe | 
The Bane of a Clariſimo. Corb. Knave—Holp. Methinks 
Vet you, that are ſo traded i' the World, 
A witty Merchant, the fine Bird, Corwino,. That 
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That have ſuch moral Emblems on your Name, 
Should not have ſung your Shame, and » 6A your Cheeſe, 
To let the Fox laug — your Emptineſs. 
Cor. Sirrah, you think the Privilege of the Place, 
And your red ſaucy Ca that ſeems (to me) 
Nail q to your] Jolt-head, with thoſe two: Cecchines, 
Can warrant your Abuſes; come you hither : 
You ſhall perceive, Sir Volp. Ido know yourValour well. 
Since you durſt publiſh what you are, Sir. Cory. Tarry, 
I'd ſpeak with you. Volp. Sir, Sir, another Time 
Corv. Nay, now. 
Volp. O od, Sir! I were a wiſe Man, 
Would ſtand the Fury of a diſtracted Cuckold. 

Corb. What, come again ? [Moſca walks by them. 

Volp. Upon em, Meſca, ſave me. 

Corb. The Air's infected where he breaths. 

Cor. Let's fly him. | 

Volp. Excellent Baſiliſk ! turn upon the Vulture. 

Voltore, Moſca, Volpone. 

Volt. Well, Fleſh-fly, it is Summer with you now ; ; 
Your Winter will come on. Mo/. Good Advocate, 
Pr'ythee not rail, nor threaten out of Place thus; 
Thou'lt make a So/zci/m (as Madam ſays.) 

Get you a Bi more ; your Brain breaks looſe, 

Volt. Well Sir. | 

Volp. Would you ha me beat the inſolent Slave? 
Throw Dirt upon his firſt good Clothes? Volt. This ſame 
Is doubtleſs ſome Familiar. Volp. Sir, the Court 
In troth, ſtays for you; I am mad, a Mule, 

That never read Ju/tinian, ſhould get up, 

And ride an Advocate. Had you no Quirk 

To avoid Gullage, Sir, by ſuch a Creature ? 

I hope you do but jeſt ; he has not don't : 

This's but Confederacy, , to blind the reft. 

You are the Heir? Volt. A ſtrange, officious, 

Troubleſome Knave! thou doſt torment me./o/p.I know-- - 

It cannot be, Sir, that you ſhould be cozen d; 

"Tis not within the Wit of Man to do it; 

Von are ſo wiſe, fo prudent; and tis fit 

That Wealth and Wiſdom aal ſhould go — 
ca- 
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Awvocateri. 4. Notario, Commandadore, Benario, Celia, 
Corbaccio, Corwvino, Voltore, Volpone. 
Avoc. 1. Are all the Parties here? Not. All but the 
Avoc. 2. And here he comes. Advocate. 
Auoc. 1. Then bring em forth to Sentence. 
Volt. O, my moſt honour'd Fathers, let your Mercy 

Once win upon your Juſtice, to forgive 

I am diſtracted 
(Yolp. What will he do now ?) Volt. O, 

I know not which t' addreſs my ſelf to firſt, 

Whether your Fatherhoods, or theſe Innocents 
(Corv. Will he himſelf?) Volt. Whom equally 

I have abus'd, by my falſe Accuſation: 

For which, now ftruck in Conſcience, here I proftrate 

My ſelf at your offended Feet, for Pardon. 

Auoc. 1, 2. Ariſe. | 

Cz]. O Heav'n, how juſt thou art! Yolp. I am caught 
I my own Nooſe—Corv. Be conſtant, Sir: nought now 
Can help, but Impudence. 

Avoc. 1. Speak forward. Com. Silence. 

Volt. It is not Paſſion in me, reverend Fathers, 

But only Conſcience, Conſcience, my good Sires, 

That makes me now tell Truth. That Paraſite, 

That Knave hath been the Inftrument of all. 

Avoc. Where is that Knave ? fetch him. 
Yolp. I go. Corv. Grave Fathers, 

This Man's diſtracted; he confeſt it now: 

For hoping to be old Yo/pone's Heir, 

Who now is dead Avoc. 3. How! Avoc. 2. Is Polpont 
Cory. Dead fince, grave Fathers [dead! 
Bon. O ſure Vengeance! Avoc. 1. Stay, 

Then he was no Deceiver. Volt. O no, none: 

The Paraſite, grave Fathers. Cor. He does ſpeak 

Out of meer Envy, cauſe the Servant's made 

The thing he gap'd for: Pleaſe your Fatherhoods, 

This is the Truth, though I'll not juſtify , 

The other, but he may 2 ſome- deal faulty. 

Volt. I, to your Hopes, as well as mine, Corwino: 

But I'll uſe Modeſty. Pleaſeth your Wiſdoms 


To 


8 


To view theſe certain Notes, and but confer them ; 


As I hope Favour, they ſhall ſpeak clear Truth. 


Corv. The Devil has enter'd him ! Bon. Or bides in you. 
Avoc. 4. We have done Ill, by a Publick Officer 
To ſend for him, if he be Heir. Awoc. 3. For whom? 
Avoc. 4. Him that they call.the Paraſite. Avoc. 3. Tis true 
He is a Man of great Eſtate, now left. | 


Awoc. 4. D for, andlearn his Name, and ſay, the Court | 
Preſe 


Intreats his Preſence here, but to the Clearing 
Of ſome few Doubts. Awoc. 2. This ſaine's a Labyrinth! 
Avoc. 1. Stand you unto your firſt Report. Corv. My 
My Life, my Fame | [State, 
Bon. (Where is't ?) Corw. Are at the Stake. 
Avoc. I. Is yours ſo too? Corb. The Advocate's a Knave, 
And has a forked Tongue—(A4wvec. 2. * to the Point.) 
Corb. So is the Paraſite too. Avec, 1. This is Confuſion, 
Volt. I do beſeech your Fatherhoods, read but thoſe, 
Cor. And credit nothing the falſe Spirit has writ : 
It cannot be, but he is poſſeſt, grave Fathers. 
Volpone, Nano, Andregyno, Caſtrone. 
Volp. To make a Snare for mine own Neck! and run 


My Head into it, wilfully ! with Laughter! 


When I had newly ſcap't, was free, and clear! 

Out of meer Wantonneſs ! O, the dull Devil 

Was in this Brain of mine, when I devis'd it, 

And Moſca gave it ſecond ; He muſt now 

Help to ſear up this Vein, or we bleed dead. 

How now ! who let you looſe ? whither go you now ? 


What, to buy Gingerbread, or to drown Kitlings ? 


Nan. Sir, Maſter Maſca call'd us out of Doors, 
And bid us all go play, and took the Keys. And. Yes. 
Volp. Did Maſter Maſca take the Keys; why, ſo ! 

I am farther in. Theſe are my fine Conceits ! 

I muſt be merry, with a Miſchief to me ! | 
What a vile Wretch was I, . that could not bear 
My Fortune ſoberly ? I muſt ha' my Crotchets ! 


And my Conundrums ! Well, go you, and ſeek him: 


His Meaning may be truer than my Fear. 
Bid him, he ſtreight come to me to the Court; 
Thither will I, and, if't be _ 
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Unſcrew my Advocate, upon new Ho 
When I fee fry him, then 1 loſt my if. 
1 n Avocatori, * 
voc. e Things can never be reconcibd. 
Profeſſeth, that the Ale was wro 8 0. He Me 
And that the Gentlewoman was an thither, | 
Forc'd by her Huſband, and there left. Pol. Mot true. 
Cel. How ready is Heaven to thoſe that Pray ! 
Avec. 1. But that 
Volpone would have raviſh'd her, he holds 
Utterly falſe, knowing his Impotence. 
Corv. Grave Fathers, he is poſſeſt; again, I 0 
Poſſeſt: Nay, if there be Poſſeſſion, 
And Obſeſſion, he has both. 
Avoc. 3. Here comes our Officer. a 
Volp. The Paraſite will ſtreight be here, Grave Father: 
Awoc. * You might invent ſome other Name, Sir 
arlet. 
| 8 Did not the Notary meet him? 
75. ot that I know. 
Avoc. 4. His coming will clear all. 
Avoc. 2. Vet it is miſty 
4 = May't pleaſe 8. 5 
* Sir, the Pa [Volpone aviert the Advocate. 
Willd me to tell you that bo Maſter lives, 
That you are ſtill the Man, your Hopes the * 
And this was only a ſeſt 
Volt. How? ' Sir, to try | 
If you were firm, and how you ſtood affected. 
Volt. Art ſure he lives? 
Volp. Do I live, Sir? Volt. O me? 
I was too violent. Volp. Sir, you may redeem it: 
They ſaid, you were poſſeſt; fall down and ſeem ſo : 
I'll help to make i it good. God bleſs the Man! 
| govt fall:. 
(Stop your Wind hard, and ſwell) ſee, ſee, ſee, ſea! | 
He vomits crooked Pins ! his Eyes are ſet, _ 
Like a dead Hare's, hung in a Poulterer's Sh 
His Mouth's running away! Do you ſee, Signor 
Now ' tis in his Belly. (Corv. I, the Devil !) 
Yolp. Now in his Throat. ( mv. L perceive it plain.) 


Vol. 


* * 
| 7 "8 s 
> 
* 


' 


The F OX. 82 


Yelp.” Twill out,'twill out, ſtand clear. See where it flies, | 
In ſhape of a blue Toad, with Bats Wings ! | 
Do you not ſee it, Sir? Corb. What? Ithink I do. | 
Cor. "Tis too manifeſt, | 

7 «5 Look! he comes t'himſelf ! 

Volt. Where am I ? f 

Volp. Take good Heart, the worſt is paſt, Sir. 

You are diſpoſſeſt. Awoc, 1. What Accident is this? 
Avoc. z. Sudden, and full of Wonder! Avuoc. 3. If he were 
Poſſeſt, as it appears, all this is nothing. 5 

Cor. He has been often ſubject to theſe Fits. 

Avwoc. 1. Shew him that Writing: Do you know it, Sir? 

Yolp. Deny it, Sir, forſwear it, know. it not. 

Volt. Yes, Ido know it well, it is my Hand: 

But all that it contains, is falſe. Box. O Practice! [then, 

Awoc. 3. What Maze is this? Auoc. 1. Is he not guilty 
Whom you there name the Paraſite ? Volt. Grave Fathers, 

No more than his good Patron, old Volpone. 

Awvor. 4. Why, he is dead. 

Volt. O no, my honour'd Fathers, 5 
He lives —— Avoc. 1. How! lives? 

Volt. Lives. Avoc. 2. This is ſubtler yet! 

Avuoc. 3. You ſaid, he was dead. 

Volt. Never. Avoc. 3. You ſaid ſo. 

Core. I heard fo. | | 

Avoc. 4. Here comes the Gentleman, make him Way. 

Auoc. 3. n XP" * 

Avoc. 4. A proper Man; , were Yo . 

A fit Mate 1 Daughter. Awoc. 3. — Way. 
Pol. Moſca, I was a moſt loſt; the Advocate 
Had betray d all; but now it is recover d: 
All's o' the Hinge again Say I am living. 

Mof. What buſy 3 is this! Moſt reverend Fathers, 
I ſooner had attended your grave Pleaſures, 
= that my Order _ the Funeral OI 

my dear Patron did require me=—{( Yolp. Moſca! 

Mo/. Whom I intend to bury like a N a 

Vol. I, quick, and cozen me of all. Acc. a. Still ſtranger 
More intricate! Awoc. 1. And come about again ! 

Avwvoc. 4. It is a Match, my Daughter is beſtow'd. 

(/ Will you gi'me Half ? 
Volp. Furſt I'll be hang d. Mo/. I know 
H 2 , Your 
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Your Voice is Good, cry not ſo loud. A vor. I. | Demand 
The Advocate: Sir, did not you affirm Dh 
Volpone was alive? Yolp. Ves, and he is; 
This Gentl'man told me ſo, (thou ſhalt have Half. ) 
Meſ. Whoſe Drunkard is this fame? —- 
Speak ſome that know him : 
T never ſaw his Face. (I cannot now _ 
Afford it you ſo cheap. Yolp. No?) Av. 1. What ſay you? 
Volt. The Officer told me. Vip. I did, grave Fathers, 
And will maintain he lives, with mine own hae...... 
And that this Creature told me. (I was born 
Wich all good Stars my Enemies.) g/ Moſt grave Fathers, 
If ſuch an Inſolence as this muſt paſs 
Upon me, I am ſilent: Twas not this 
For which you ſent, I hope. Avoc. 2. Take him . 
rob. Moſea!) Avoc. 3. Let him be whipt. . 
(Yelp. Wilt thou betray me? | 
_Cozen me?) Awoc. 3. And taught to bear himſelf 
Toward a Perſon of his Rank. Avoc. 4. Away. 
e. T humbly thank ou F atherhooks 
Volp. Soft, ſoft, whipt ? 
And loſeall that I have? if I confeſs, 
It cannot be much more. Awoc. 4. Sir, are you married? 
Volp. They'll be ally'd anon; I muſt be reſolute : 
The Fox ſhall here uncaſe. 7 Mef. Patron.) 
Volp. Nay, now, Ie puts off his Diſgniſe. 
My Ruins ſhall not come alone; your Match 
I'll hinder ſure: my Subſtance ſhall not glew you, 
Nor ſcrew you into a Family. (/ Why, Patron.) 
Volp. I am Yolpone, and this is my Knave; 
This, his own Knave: this Avarice's Fool: 
This, a Chimera of Wittal, Fool and Knave: 
And, Reverend Fathers, fince we all can hope 
* ht but a Sentence, let's not now deſpair it. 
ear me brief. | 
"io May it pleaſe your Fatherhoods—Com. Silence. 
Aewoc. 1. The Knot i is now undone by Miracle. 
Avoc. 2. Nothing can be more clear. 
. Avec. 3. Or can more prove 
Theſe innocent. Avoc. 1. Give em their Liberty. 


Ben. Heaven could not r letſt WA groſs Crimes 2 i 
c. 
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Aue. 2. If this bs held tbe High-way to get Rickev 


May I be {as Avwvoe. 3. This's not the Gain but Torment. 
Avoc. 1 — Wealth, as ſick Men poſſeſs 1820 


Avoc. 2. Diſrobe that Paraſite. 
Corp. Mofſ. Moſt honour'd Fathers. | 
Av. 1. Can you plead ought to 120 the Courſe of nn 
If you can, ſpeak. 
Corv. Volt. We beg Favour. Cel. And Mercy. 
Avoc. 1. You hurt your Innocence, ſuing for the Gully. 
Stand forth; and firſt, the Paraſite. You appear 
T” have been the chiefeſt Miniſter, if not Plotter, 
In all theſe lewd Impoſtures ; and now, laftly, 
Have with your Impudence abus'd the Court, 
And Habit of a Gentleman of Venice, 
Being a Fellow of no Birth, or Blood: : 
For which, our Sentence is, firſt, thou be whipt 3 3 
Then live perpetual Priſoner in our Gallies. 
Volp. I thank you for him. 
Mo. Bane to thy wolviſh Nature. 
Avoc. 1. Deliver him to the Saff. Thou, 2 
By Blood and Rank a Gentleman, can'ſt not 
nder like Cenſure; but our Judgment on thee 
Is, that thy Subſtance all be ſtreight confiſcate 
To the Hoſpital of the Iacurabili: 
_ ſince the moſt was gotten by Impoſture, 
By feigning Lame, Gout, Palſey, and ſuch Diſeaſes ; - 
hou art to lie in Priſon crampt with Irons, 


+ Till thou be'ſt ſick and lame indeed. Remove him. 


Volp. This is call'd mortifying of a Fox. 

Avuoc. 1, Thou, Voltore, to take away the Scandal 
Thou haſt given all worthy Men of thy Profeſſion, 
Art baniſh'd from their Fellowſhip, and our State. 
Corbaccio, ling him near. We here poſſeſs 
Thy Son of all thy State, and confine thee _ 

To the Monaſtery of San Spipito ; 
Where, fince thou knew'ft not how to live well here, 


Thou ſhalt be learn'd to die well. Corb. Ha! what ſaid he? 


Com. You ſhall know anon, Sir. 

Avoc. 1. Thou, Corwino, ſhalt 
Be ſtreight imbark'd from thine own Houſe, and —_ 
Round about Yenice, through the Grand Canale, Wear- 


* 
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Wearing a Cap, with fair long Aſſes Ears, 

In Stead of Horns; and ſo to mount (a Paper 
Pinn'd on thy Breaſt) to the Berlino Coro. Yes, 
And have mine Eyes beat out with ſtinking Fiſh, 
Bruis'd Fruit, and rotten Eggs—'Tis =, I am glad 
I ſhall not ſee my Shame yet. Avoc. 1. And to 
Thy Wrongs done to thy Wife, thou art to ſend her 
Home to her Father, with her Dowry trebled : 
And theſe are all your Judgments. | 

(Al. Honour'd Fathers.) 

Auoc. 1. Which may not be revok'd. Now you 
When Crimes are done, and paſt, and to 2 
To think what your Crimes are: Awa with them. 
Let all that ſee theſe Vices thus 


Take Heart, and love to ſtudy em. Miſchiefs feed ; 


Like Beaſts, r 
V £-P DU. 5 0 
HE Scafoning of a Play, is the Applauſe. 
| Now though the Fox be puniſh'd by the Laws, 
He that doth hope there is no Suff ring due, 
For any Fact which he hath done gainſt you: 
If there be, cenſure him; here he doubtful ſtands; 
If not fare jovially, 2 
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Iro the Memory of the 
AUTHOR. 


HREE Ages now are paſt, fince firſt was writ, 
This Miracle of Humour, Art,'and Wit ; 
Yet Ignorance ſtill with hateful Shade purſues 
This nobleſt Product of the Comic Mule ; 
Prompt to eclipſe what though with Clouds o'recaſt, 
Muſt, like the Sun that gave it Being, laſt. 


Had antient Greece, whoſe Praiſe ſo much is ſung, 
But own'd this Wonder in her native Tongue, | 
Wide as Earth's Circuit, then its Fame had flown, 
Nor to theſe Iſles be truſting to be known. 

Succeeding Criticks might have learn'd to draw 
From each enliven'd Scene, ſome uſeful Law, 
Glad to perceive that all that Nature taught 

In this Epitome was juſtly brought, 

In which Men may her Features, Force and Soul 
Contemplate here, as large as in the whole. 


Worth clear as this ſhou'd Praiſe from all excite, 
But ſay, ye Gods! for whom do Authors write. 

If mean the Labour, Chance may make it hit, 

But there's this Deſtiny in ſterling Wit, 

It can no Fancies but the nobleſt hit; 

Form'd but to pleaſe whom Taſte and judgment rules, 
It has no Charms for Coxcombs or for Fools; . 
Like A#fop's Cock, the Gem neglected lies, 
And ſhines a Diamond only to the wiſe. 


But ſure, if Praiſe from nobleſt Minds expreſt, 
Can raiſe a Tranſport in the brave Man's Breaſt; 4 


If to be lov'd by thoſe we moſt approve, 
Can to content our greedieſt Wiſhes move. 
"Tis thine, O Ben. to boaſt this glorious Fate, 


Through every Age admired by the great, 


Who ſhone the foremoſt in the Rolls of Fame, 

Still bow'd with Awe to thy ſuperior Name ; 
From thy rich Store, the nobleſt Precepts drew, 

No farther fam'd than as they copy'd you. 

They're truly great, whom ſuch with Praiſe adorn, 
Th' Applauſe of Blockheads is the Breath of Scorn. 
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